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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 




















If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you Owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 








Mail coupon for no risk offer! 





{SSO SOS SS SS SS S22 222 See 


RONEN ENN NON NNN NOONE | 
| RAVEEN Dept. €-1, 


2 
Honey back guarantee 3| 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- | risk offer 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- C1 enclose $1.20 (Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full | 
purchase price will be immediately 


refunded. 
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Look what you save on XMAS GIFT RATES! 


$3.50 for the first 6 months subscription you enter—you save 40c 


$3.00 for each additional subscription entered by the same person during the current Christmas Gift seasen (until 
Janvary 15, 1954)—yow save $1.40. RENEW YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION AT THESE SAME REDUCED RATES, TO 
BEGIN WHEN CURRENT ONE EXPIRES. Add $1.00 extra for Canada and Pan-America, $1.50 extra fer all other 


foreign pestage. 


We mail a beautiful hand-signed Gift Card te arrive before Xmas. We'll send the beautiful Christmes 
Gift Card shown below, inscribed as you request, te each person yeu honor with this theughttul gift. 


Please send Gift Cards and six months JET subscriptions to the persons whese 

names and addresses ure listed below as my gift at Christmas. (in the event 
that any of these recipients already subscribe, send Gift Card new and enter 

subscription te begin when old one expires.) 
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! JET, 1820 S$. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


| am enclosing $ payment in full for JET subscriptions ordered abeve. 
Enter [|] Renew [| my own subscription. 
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Expectant Methora 


NO OTHER NURSER 
HAS ALL THESE FEATURES 


Naturally, you'll want the best kind of 
bottle-feeding for your new bundle of joy 

like the Davol “Anti-Colic”* Nurser... 
the one Nurser which can be “regulated” to 
suit baby’s own feeding speed . . . lets her 


take her formula as fast or slowly as she 
wants it. 





Easy as 1-2-3 to use. Just loosen the collar 
of the Davol Nurser and you speed up the 
flow of formula. Tighten it and you slow 
down the flow. Best of all, the Davol 
Nurser can be “regulated” equally well with 
a thick or thin formula. 





Other extras you can’t afford to overlook. 
Bright blue, easy-to-read ounce-markings! 
Easy-to-clean, easy-to-hold bottle. Famous 
‘Anti-Colic” Nipple helps prevent air- 
swallowing. Extra firmness encourages 
natural sucking action. 


@T.M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 





Davol Rubber Company, Providence 2, R. I. 
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That look from Johnny was all Cici needed to let her know that her way of 
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had to put herself on the spot in order to convince Sid she was right. 
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The Virginia-born singer with a tear in her voice found out early that not all 
problems can be taken to “Mama”; you have to solve some yourself. 
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By Helen Sides 


HIS IS THE month when all of us 

are supposed to get off to a new start. 
It is time when, as a result of carefully 
laid plans, we set out to improve our be- 
havior in an effort to increase our self- 
esteem and to impress family, friends 
and neighbors with the sincerity of such 
an effort. 

By the time June rolls around, we 
hope that we will be able to post a good 
record of accomplishment of the goals 
which we set for ourselves. The January 
star courses, in the main, are encourag- 
ing for those who are willing to apply 
themselves to the pursuit of these goals. 

It can be safely said that many readers 
of this feature will be numbered among 
those who got busy and, as they achieved, 
found new confidence and enthusiasm. 
The tempo of the world today calls for 


.successful and capable people in all 


walks of life and the January planetary 
formations indicate that there will be in- 
ducements galore and open doors of op- 
portunity for those who prove themselves 
worthy. 

The first three weeks of the month are 
inclined to be favorable to business, 
work and industry, while the last week 
has a definite appeal for the social- 
minded. In other words, business first, 
and pleasure second, is the keynote of 
the month. 

Those persons born under the earth 
and water signs of the Zodiac will find 
themselves highly successful; namely, 
those whose birthdays fall under the 
earth signs of Capricorn, Taurus and Vir- 
go and the water signs of Pisces, Cancer 
and Scorpio. (Continued on Page 82) 











Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 


Lilt Glow’ 


Don’t envy your friends! Now, with Star Glow Skin Lightener you, 
too, may have the beauty-bright, creamy smooth skin appearance 
that invites romance. Wouldn’t you be thrilled and delighted to 
have a skin appearance that is so lovely and irresistible and, oh, 
so kissable? Star Glow Skin Lightener has been used by thousands 
...80 why don’t you try it, too? Send 
for the big jar today on our generous 
guarantee of complete satisfaction or 
your money will be sent back to you. 


* 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 


to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 
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in our school play . . . 


“TI wasn’t afraid of the camera 
close-up with Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as my make-up 
base. Nor was I nervous before the 
footlights; I knew my complexion 
looked its smoothest best!” 


C. Diahann Johnson, 
Yonkers, N. Y. 





K Yes, you can beautify 

your complexion the 2 aN 
same way professional 
models do with Black and Beas 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 








Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften Skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 





@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 





when I won the lead role 






















emarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 


Vv nips waist V provides uplift 
V slims silhouette—like nothing else can! 





age A 


king an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
must be selected to give you the smooth, 
unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 

ining . ... no more cup pinching . . . no 
es, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
n-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ious all-in-one that is altogether the 
n’s most daring, most exciting figure- 

ler. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 

front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little 


e than longline bra alone! 





TE PINK BLUE BLACK 
p, 32-38 B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 


CO FASHIONS CO, Dept. TFI70 
17th St, N. Y. C. 
ease rush your Frent-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE at 5.95 
Size Ist Color Choice... 


2nd 
enclose $5.95. You pay O Send C.0.D 
, lage 






EXTRA! Smooth hook 'n’ eye 
front conforms to any plunge neckline 
Adjustable straps included. 


PRD, DUBUD...crccccccveccssvccscescccesssses 








THE 
RECORDS 





By James Goodrich 


OYCE BRYANT, the voluptuous night- 

club chanteuse, would probably be a 
red-hot attraction of recordings today 
were it not for the fact that her releases 
are sometimes banned from radio be- 
cause of allegedly strong sexual implica- 
tions. She has all the appeal it takes to 
click on wax, when vocal quality is con- 
sidered. 

But with her style, which is based on 
an uninhibited presentation of sex, she 
presently is just not allowed to get 
through to millions of fans via radio 
around the U. S. That obviously ham- 
pers her popularity among the record 
set to some great degree. 

Joyce has to date had two of her very 
best numbers ruled off the airlanes. The 
first was Drunk With Love, a frantic 
opus which she recorded with the Phil 
Moore band on Discovery a few years 
ago. More recently her Love For Sale 
on Okeh failed to pass the decency stand- 
ards of radio censors. According to the 
censors, her lyrics on each of the banned 
sides were “too objectionable and lewd” 
to be approved for playing on the air. 

The rulings have brought no loud 
squawks from Joyce but there are sev- 
eral jazz critics about who feel that she 
got unfair treatment in both instances. 
One expert called the censorship “stu- 
pid, narrow-minded and childish,” the 
radio arbiters who brought it “excitable 
little people.” 

Fair or foul, the barring of Joyce’s 
recordings on radio has cost her consid- 
erable public (Continued on Page 71) 
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MRS. JOHNNY BRATTON 


SUALLY when a fellow proposes to cident now, | didn’t even bother to speak 

his best girl, he has a fancy speech to Johnny. The next day after I re- 
memorized and makes sure that the turned from Northwestern High School, 
atmosphere is conducive to good con- where I was a junior, he called me on 
versation. But, in my case, my husband, the phone and asked me to go to the 
Johnny Bratton, proposed to me quoting show with him. I was very surprised at 
mathematical figures on how much it this as I had no idea he wished to talk 
cost him to carry on a long-distance to me after the rude manner in which 
(Chicago to Detroit, where I lived) ro- I had treated him. 


mance and that it would be much cheap- But, after my homework was finished, 
we took off for the show. In the lobby 


of the theatre he bought one dollar’s 
worth of candy, popcorn and soda pop. 
And he sat through the entire picture, 
eating all of it himself, refusing to give 
me any, claiming it would make me 
plump and that he didn’t like heavy 
girls. 

I vowed then and there never to go 
out with such an unorthodox person 
: ; again. A week later, he called from 
Brady, with whom I stayed, if I could Chicago and asked to go out with me 
come downstairs and meet his nephew again. Again, forgetting my promises to 
who was a prize fighter from Chicago. myself, I went to a dance with him 

That night, several neighborhood girls when he came to town. He asked me, 
and I met Johnny and his two brothers, as we were walking home from the 
Lawyer, Jr., and Jerry. I was much affair, if I would be his steady girl, but 
more impressed with his brothers and, I told him “no,” as I couldn’t conceive 
as a matter of fact, as I recall the in- of carrying on (Continued on Page 70) 


er in the long run to marry him. And for 
atmosphere, he used the background 
roar of airplane engines, while we stood 
in the noisy Chicago airport. 

But let’s retrace our steps and begin 
the story in Detroit in 1946. Johnny’s 
uncle, John Cross, lived in an apartment 
beneath us on Warren Street in the 
Motor City. One night he came upstairs 
and asked my grandmother, Mrs. Ella 
































Ann Pinkham* reports 


ao 


in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests!“” 


“IT’S WONDERFUL news,” says Ann Pinkham, 
“for women and girls who suffer from those 
functionally-caused cramps, backaches, head- 
aches and ‘no-good’ feelings of menstruation 
.. who feel upset and irritable on certain 
particular days. In doctors’ tests, Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound or Tablets gave com- 
plete or striking relief of such distress in 3 
out of 4 cases, even on first day of period!” 


Yes! Lydia Pinkham’s is thoroughly mod- 
ern in action... exerts a calming effect on the 
uterus without the use of pain-deadening 
drugs. Its effectiveness is known to millions. 


Take Lydia Pinkham’s regularly ...and see 
if you don’t avoid the feelings of tension and 
weakness that precede your period ...as well 
as the cramps and pain of “those days.” 


Get either the liquid Compound ...or the 
new, improved Tablets with added iron —so 
convenient to carry and easy to take. 


25¢ Ann Pinkham Booklet . . . FREE! 


Easily worth $1! New booklet (illustrated in color 
—over 5000 words) tells all about menstruation— 
answers questions authoritatively, simply. Ex- 
plains mysteries of female system. Tells what to 
expect in change of life. For free copy write ANN 
PINKHAM, 629 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. 
Mailed in plain envelope. Not for children, 
Offer is good only until Feb. 10, 1954. 
*Ann Pinkham, modern-day voice of Lydia Pinkham. 
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FREE CATALOG Expose: The Open Book, 
Book, Scientific Betting, Master Key System, 
foes to Control Fair Dice, Runup System, Plastic 


“The Old Reliable” "zvine Cards for 


K. C. CARD Co., 816, S. Wabash, Chicago 5 








it’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 





Here’s the secret millions of folks 
have discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the 
modern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, 
here is why FEEN-A-MINT is so wonder- 
fully different. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 

You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work 
in the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A- MINT Works 
chiefly in the lower bowel... removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


EX Feen.amint ¥ 






























NOW! 
in 
One 
Treatment 


your hair looks 


Lovelier Longer 


Famous Triple-Action Kotalko 
Contains 3 Tested Ingredients. 
Guaranteed To Amaze You 
In 10 Days— Or Money Back ! 





Your hair will look longer—lovelier if you treat it properly. Get after scaly 
embarrassing dandruff flakes—avoid cracking, splitting ends that keep hair 
short and coarse. And be sure to use KOTALKO regularly. 


Contains 8 Tested Ingredients 


Famous KOTALKO Ointment contains 
wondrous Lanolin — the closest thing to 
natural hair oils that science has devised; 
medicated Sulphur —so well known to 
skin doctors; Oleo-Resin Capsicum and 
five other tested ingredients to start you on 
the road to longer-looking, lovelier hair 
right now! 


10 Day Money-Back Guarantee 


No matter what you may now be using 

no matter how disappointed you may 
be with your present treatment, just try 
this: Use Kotalko as directed now for ten 
days — if at the end of 10 days you are 
not absolutely thrilled with the lovelier 
longer-looking length of your hair — your 
money will be returned to you with no 
questions asked. 


Get More For Your Money 
With Full-Strength, Triple Action 


KOTALK 


AT ALL GOOD DRUGSTORES 








From Coast-to-Coast 


Beauty Specialists 
Praise Famed KOTALKO 


From Hollywood to New York, noted 
beauty specialists like Goldie Lewis of New 
York say: “I use Kotalko for everything from 
dry scalp to hair burned from hot irons!” 


Now you too can gain these beauty shop re- 
sults—right in the comfort of your own home 
—with amazing, fast-working KOTALKO— 
in just ten days or money back ! 











Letters To 


EARTHA KITT 


The article on “The Man I Marry,” by 
Eartha Kitt, has urged me to write this 
letter. I used to think that I was asking 
for too much when I said that the girl [ 
marry must have a combination of brains, 
beauty and good breeding, but that Eartha 
Kitt is really a cold-blooded lover. In fact, 
I might say that she has all of the qualities 
of the parasitic cravings of an egotistical 
nature. 

Although her story was lucid—for the most 
part whimsical—I think that she is wooden 
and hollow inside. One day Miss Kitt will 
wake up and find out that the human organ- 
ism is a unit which cannot be split into 
entities of a contrasted character—such as 
body and mind—matter and soul—etc. 

Maybe she thinks she deserves a genius 
for her accomplishments as a singer and 


dancer. 
Eddie Cox 
Chicago, IIL 


After reading the article by Eartha Kitt, 
“The Man I Marry,” I personally think that 
she is asking for too much, although I must 
admit that she is attractive in a funny sort 
of a way. 

Doesn’t she realize that anyone marrying 
her now, after knowing what she wants, 
wouldn’t marry her for love, but for the 
simple reason that she is Eartha Kitt. Be- 
sides, she might as well admit that she is 
in love with Orson Welles. Anyway, I don’t 
think he would marry her under these cir- 


cumstances. 
Alfred Fulton 
Camp Pickett, Va. 


What man would want to marry a woman 
who is never home’ and when she feels the 
urge run from one country to another? She 
(Miss Kitt) refers to herself as a gypsy, but 
I have another name for it. 

Even though Miss Kitt makes her living 
from the public, she seems to think she is 
too good for them. She makes me think in 
a round about way that the public owes her 
a living for nothing. To me the world and 
its public owe her just as much as the rest 
of us, nothing. 

You publish the finest book of its kind. 
Keep up the good work. 

A/2c James W. Smith 
Bangor, Maine 


I enjoy reading TAN and I especially en- 
joyed in the October issue, “The Man I 
Marry” by Eartha Kitt. She has always been 
a favorite of mine, and her story seems to 
bring out all the warmth of genuine ability 
that she possesses. 

Although I am just an average housewife 
with small children, I would like to see more 
of her on television. Sé keep up the good 


work, Miss Kitt. 
Mrs. M. Smiley 
Dayton, Ohio 


I just picked up the October issue of 
TAN magazine with that tremendous article 
by Eartha Kitt. I wish to thank you for the 
marvelous photographs of Miss Kitt and when 
I say that I hope to see many more articles 
and pictures of Eartha Kitt, I am sure that 
I speak for many of Miss Kitt’s friends, as 


well as myself. 
Pvt. Paul McMahon 
Fort Eustis, Va. 


GERMAN WAR BRIDE 


This is my first time to write, however, I’ve 
been a reader of TAN for many months and 
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The Editor 


think it’s tops. I especially enjoyed “I Am A 
German War Bride.” 

I’'d like to say to Eartha Kitt that I’m 
sorry she'll have to wait so long to get 
married, but there is only one man of her 
description and we're already married. 

Armentha Gilliard 
St. Louis, Mo. 


I read your story in the October issue “I 
Am A German War Bride” and enjoyed it 
very much. I am married and have three 
children. My husband was in the U. S. 
Army, too. I know how Lilo Patrick feels 
and I am hoping and praying that she will 
not have to return to Germany. 

Any wife, white or Negro, wants to be with 
her husband and children. She has shown 
herself as an American, please let her be one. 
Here there is peace and after what she went 
through, she needs and deserves peace and 


freedom. 
Mrs. W.B.S. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I have just finished reading “I Am A Ger- 
man War Bride.” It is a very interesting, 
heartwarming story. I hope that quite a few 
people read this article, because it truly 
opens one’s eyes to the facts of life. 

I would like to know whether Lilo Patrick 
gets her visit extended, or just what kind of 
arrangements she will make. She must have 
a wonderful husband to stick by her no 
matter what the price may be. 

I am sold on TAN every month that it ap- 
pears on the newsstands and have been since 


it first came out. 
Beulah M. Gaskin 
Kansas City, Kan. 


‘I MAJORED IN SEX’ 


I am a steady reader of TAN, and I wish 
to congratulate you on your fine magazine. 
I especially enjoyed reading “I Majored In 
Sex” in the October issue of TAN. 

Your “Teen Talk” is something that I 
think every teen-ager should read. I am a 
teen-ager and | think it’s wonderful. 

Lillian Johnston 
Woodland, Calif. 


May I congratulate you on the October 
issue of TAN? I enjoyed all the stories. The 
one entitled “I MAJORED IN SEX” I en- 
joyed most of all. I think all young girls 
should read that. 

I have been a reader of TAN for one year 
and like it very much, so keep up the good 
work. 

Louise Hayes 


Stokesdale, N. C. 


WANTS TAN IN SPANISH 


Is it possible that you could print TAN, 
Jet and Ebony in Spanish? You would do 
three times the business here in Panama for 
it’s Spanish element and there are quite a few 
who are interested in good stories like those 
in TAN. 

They sound so natural and are an example 
to many on how to walk straight in life. 
Take for instance the story, “Surrender To 
Sin,” in your August TAN. It will help to 
correct the lives of many a reader probably 
on the same road. Everytime I read TAN it 
makes me proud of the colored race. 

Enos Smith 
Changuinola, Panama 


I enjoy reading TAN and especially enjoyed 
your October issue. The boys here at the bar- 
racks really go for your wonderful stories. We 
can hardly wait for the next issue. 

Pfc. Johnny Kenneys, Jr. 
Annapolis, Md. 





YOU CAN ACTUALLY SEE RESULTS 
IN JUST A FEW DAYS! 


You can be lovelier—and that’s a prom- 
ise! Try one jar of NADINOLA Bleaching 
Cream. Then watch your mirror every 
day—see your skin grow lighter, brighter. 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or’ toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest —and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is 
non-oily, greaseless. 
Lightens skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever -famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. Gc and $1.00 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 


NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





It’s So Easy - Very Pleasant! 

















Just show charming Melville 
Frocks styles to friends. Gorgeous, 
latest dresses-big selection -low 
prices ... FULLY GUARANTEED. 
Styled especially for... 


The American Woman 


* Absolutely NO investment 


* Full or spare time 
%& NO experience needed 
* Cash profits the day you stort 


STYLE KiT—at no 
cost—RUSH name, 
address, age, dress 
size, 1... 


GET OWN 
DRESSES FREE 
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MOTHER-IN-LAW 
TROUBLE 








I fingered the lapel of his 

jacket. “Just the same, Sid, | 

wish I'd known your mother 
before we were married.” 











Living with one’s mother-in-law can be quite 


a problem, Lena found, but she had to put 


herself on the spot in order to convince Sid 


that she was right. 


oe ELL, I GUESS the honeymoon is 

over, darling,” I said lightly, 
handing Sid the letter that had arrived 
that morning. 

He glanced at me quickly, then pursed 
his lips and ripped open the envelope. 
“Mother will be home in a couple of 
days,” he said, scanning the contents of 
the letter. “Is that what you meant, 
Lena?” 

I forced a smile to my lips. “Of course 
not, sweet,” I replied. “After all, this is 
her house and we’ve been lucky having 
three heavenly weeks together—all alone. 
It’s just—well, we can’t go on living in 
Paradise forever—we couldn’t stand it!” 
I added fervently. 

Sid gathered me in his arms and 
smiled down into my eyes. “The honey- 
moon will never be over as far as I’m 
concerned,” he said softly. “So just get 
it out of your pretty little head that it’s 
going to be any different with Mother 
here!” 

His kiss was reassuring and for a mo- 
ment I permitted myself the luxury of 
shutting out everything except the com- 
forting warmth of his embrace. “You're 
right, dear. Nothing else matters as long 
as we love each other!” 

But somehow, I couldn’t get rid of the 
tiny doubt that kept nagging me. I 
fingered the lapel of his jacket. “Just 
the same, Sid, I wish I’d known your 
mother before we got married.” 

He laughed and tweaked my nose play- 
fully. “How you talk! Why you didn’t 
even come to Baltimore until I brought 
you down here.” A shadow crossed his 
face. “Why do you say that?” 

I hesitated; then, because we’d agreed 





to talk out any problems that might come 
up, I told him: 
other day that said couples who met 
their in-laws before marrying got along 
with them better than those who didn’t. 
And those who got along best, met them 
before they even became engaged.” 

Sid frowned. “But I met your parents 
the first night I met you up there in New 
York,” he said, and I could see that he 
hadn’t the slightest inkling that it was 
his mother I was talking about. “We hit 
it off very well, I thought,” he added. 

“I know, darling, and they fell in love 
with you just as I did. But—vwell, I 
wouldn’t feel right if your mother found 
it hard to accept me as your wife. After 
all, she was here with us just a couple of 
days before she left for the country.” 

Realization dawned on him and he 
said reprovingly, “Of all the things in 
the world to be fretting about— in-law 
trouble! Your folks are 200 miles away 
and Mother—why, sometimes I think she 
could get along with the Devil himself.” 
He dismissed the problem with a quick 
kiss. “Let’s forget the marriage experts, 
hunh? Just being 
happy.” 

I nodded and went into the kitchen to 
prepare dinner. Maybe he was right, I 
told myself. Certainly nothing had hap- 
pened between Mrs. Wethers and me to 
foreshadow any conflict, yet I couldn’t 
shake off my vague uneasiness. 

For one thing, I still thought of her 

s “Mrs. Wethers” and not “Mother,” 
and the article I’d mentioned to Sid was 
very definite on this point. Studies con- 
ducted at a leading university showed 
that intimate (Continued on Page 54) 
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‘SUCCESS: 


conquers itching 
misery of eczema, 


ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 





You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

” FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 

: tual experience how 
it goes right to work 
to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
and tortured skin. 

There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 

Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 


ointment PALMER’s ana soap 


















MAKE MORE MONEY 
LET ME SEND YOU . 
















pon need and use 
daily. You can make big y 

money daily rg Re lying | “Se 

this demand with 

Heart line of over 300  eemantned prepara- 
tions. Write now for sample case offer, 
samples, beauty book—ALL SENT FREE. 
Lucky Heart Co., Dept TC-10, Memphis, Tenn. 








If We Send You This Stunning 
$1098 Dress Without 1c Cost 


Wilt You Wear and Show itn Your Community? , 


No advertising sells our dresses half as well 
as they sell themselves. So, we want 
women all over America to see our dresses 

— not on models, but on average women 
of all ages, shapes, and sizes. Will you 













— a com- 
without — le Ly your money. 
to choose 


150 glorious »s from. 
Get full — ‘Fate: Absolutely 


on postcard. sage ad response expected. 

PH. MEYERS, 3327 COLERAIN AVE 

DEPT. O-1114, CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 
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Lighter skin, lighter 
heart...more fun 
and romance for you, 
only 7 days away! 
Start using Black and 
White Bleaching 
Cream today. Its bleaching action works 
directly on the color in your skin. Use 
as directed, see your dull, dark skin look 
lighter, brighter, smoother, softer... 
with a new glow of complexion beauty 
you have aways longed for! 











y 
Just 7 DAYS 






Costs so 
little! 
Start your 
7-day test 
today. 
35¢, 60¢ 
at all drug 




















*Coodbye Mr. Cold” 


‘Mom’s making me strong ’n healthy 
by giving me Scott’s every day .. . says 
it’s like gold from the sea to put energy 
in me.” Children grow strong on Scott’s 
Emulsion, because it’s full of natural 
A&D Vitamins, energy building oil plus 
added minerals. It helps build real stam- 
ina and resistance to colds, when young- 
sters don’t get enough of these Vitamins! 


he S¢coTT’s 
\\ ( EMULSION 


i> Natural High Energy Tonic 
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ia YOU HAD lived in England hun- 
dreds of years ago, you would prob- 
ably have celebrated the New Year by 
helping ma and pa clean the chimney. 
This sooty job was supposed to bring 
good luck to the family. Then, on the 
Eve of St. Agnes 19 days later, you 
would fast from sun-up to sun-down. 

Just before retiring to your cold, hard 
bed, you would eat an egg filled with 
salt, recite several religious verses, stick 
a pin into your sleeve for luck, and (pin 
and tummy permitting) fall asleep. Dur- 
ing the night, if you had followed the 
ritual to the letter, you would supposedly 
see your future husband in your dreams. 

Today, while we no longer clean the 
chimney on New Year’s day or go hus- 
band-hunting between snores (although 
we still speak of “dream boys”), we 
retain one charming ritual which was 
handed down from the ancients. We try 
to clean the slate of our naughty little 
lives by making and sometimes keeping 
New Year’s resolutions. Some of us break 
them before 24 hours have passed, yet, 
by simply realizing that we can become 
better people we have made progress. 

Any teentimer who has the courage to 
peek closely at her personality will soon 
see that it isn’t made up wholly of sugar 
and spice and other things nice. Pleas- 
ing as it may be, there is room for im- 
provement. 

Take the chronic quarrelers for ex- 
ample. They are the ones who never take 
any lip from parents or pals, but who 
often lay out loads of it. They’re hard 
to get along with, think they know it all, 
lose friends faster than an ice cube melts 
on a hot stove. If you’re the snippy 
type, you can make the world—and 
yourself—a lot happier by learning to 
still your sharp tongue. 

Try to acquire the habit of listening. 
You’re not the only guy or gal in the 
world who knows something. The really 
clever kittens are the ones who hear 
others out and treat them with respect. 


By Jane Walters 


Your parents, in particular, are old vets 
in this business of living, while you’re 
still a green recruit. 

The snooty type needs reforming too. 
If you have that “I know I’m better than 
you” attitude, you’re already a lost ball, 
a real creep. The bad thing about it is 
that everybody else has known this for 
years. Everybody except you. 

Take a dare: write down on a sheet 
of paper the things about yourself that 
make you extra special, along with an 
explanation of how you came by them. 
The list will be illuminating, if short. 
And it will show you that it’s high time 
you started coming down to earth and 
being human instead of celestial. 

New Year’s is a good time to tackle 
some of those troublesome problems of 
appearance which needle the young in 
years. Maybe you feel you are too 
pudgy, or too gawky, or that you never 
seem to have enough clothes to look 
decent. 

If it’s weight that worries you, swear 
off sweets and in-between snacks, not for 
a year, but just for a month or two. 
That makes it appear less like an eter- 
nity. You'll watch the pounds melt 
away. And as time goes by, you'll be 
less a slave to your sweet tooth, discover 
that it is easier than ever to eat sensibly. 

If you’re clumsy, the type who always 
gets her toes tangled, try learning the 
elements of poise one at a time. Take a 
charm course if your school offers one, 
or just teach yourself to keep your hands 
from fidgeting, your shoulders from 
slumping, and your feet from pointing 
east and west when you’re going north 
or south. Your appearance will improve 
100 per cent, and so will your date-rat- 
ing. 

If clothes are your problem, why not 
begin now to learn to sew. It will save 
you loads of loot and turn you from an 
ugly duckling into a real fine dish. The 
gal with the (Continued on Page 65) 
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By Dan Burley 


and MASTER Bill Bailey isn’t quite sure he did the 

smart thing in laying that Bible down and picking up 
his dancing shoes. As long as he was a sky pilot the in- 
come tax people made liberal concessions on his unpaid 
taxes and penalties. But since Bill got back to the “tap- 
for-bread” deal, Uncle Sam’s agents have been sniffing 
and barking at his door. On top of that, the talented 
brother of Pearl and Eura Bailey is being given an un- 
diluted fit by his wife, Eddie Mae, over domestic troubles. 


Archie and Mary Brooks, perhaps one of the best- 
dressed Negro song, dance and comedy teams in show 
business, between them own a wardrobe insured for 
$30,000 by Firestone. Mary’s trunks contain 40 formal 
gowns with shoes to match. She owns a $2,000 mink coat, 
two mink stoles, a platinum silver fox jacket and a Persian 
lamb coat trimmed with white mink. 

Artie’s clothes racks include nine formal outfits in sky 
blue, black, red, green and white with top hats and gloves 
and shoes to match. Artie, a topflight mimic, a tap dancer 
and comedian, was in the movie, This Is The Army. They 
work mostly the white night club circuit both in the U.S. 
and Canada. 


Those who said Willie Mabon wouldn’t make the 
grade are eating crow. Chief criticism of the blues 
pianist-singer was that he didn’t have anything to 
follow up his smash recording, I Don’t Know. But 
thus far, everything Willie has come up with has 
proved to be top sellers. His I’m Mad “killed ’em;” 
now he’s riding a winner with his newest Chess 
waxing, You’se a Fool. 


After a year’s “exile,” Rose Hardaway, the shaker, is 
back with Larry Steele’s Smart Affairs. . . . Ike Quebec, 
ace tenor saxman and bandleader, whose real name is 
Isaac Abrahams, was questioned in that Atlantic City dope 
dragnet last summer . . . Bandleader Joe Liggins, in 
spite of wife troubles, has come up with another possible 
big hit: Big Dipper . . . Sounds awfully like that one mil- 
lion-sold waxer of a few years back, The Honeydripper. 


After watching their latest TV program, one is moved 
to remark that Rochester looks and acts more like Jack 
Benny’s boss than the other way around . . . Ex-Lionel 
Hampton vocalist Ruble Blakeley is peddling automobiles 
in Harlem . . . Over a dozen years or so ago, Ruble, 
Larry Steele, Little Ziggy Johnson and Leonard Reed were 
fighting it out for the title of Chicago’s top emcee and 
(Continued on Page 78) 
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to Relieve 


COLD 


“Speedy”? ALKA-SELTZER quickly 
eases muscular aches, pains, 
feverish feeling of a cold. Gives 











soothing relief as a gargle, too. 
ALKA-SELTZER helps you feel bet- 
ter while you’re getting better. 
On Display ° Le." -/* 
at ALL DRUG STORES 3 
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sOOTNS- PROTECTS- RELIEVES 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 
CHAFED SKIN 


World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 












to SAVE 
$100 a Year 


with perpetual Date & 
Amount Bank. 25c a day 
automatically keeps Cal- 
endar up to date and 
totals amount saved. 
Forces you to save a 
quarter every day, or 
calendar won’t move. Also 2 s total t 
in bank. mechani and key. Use 
year after year. amy saving am way. Order sev- 
eral. Reg. $3.50. Now only $1.98 ppd. Send 
order to LEECRAFT, Dept. TA, 300 Albany Ave., 
Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 
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Twas desperate g . 


@ @ @ “The kind of work I 
lo won’t permit me to wear 
gloves to protect my hands 
from irritating solutions. My 
hands were so itchy and sore 
the doctor advised a change to 
another kind of work. I was 
really desperate until a friend 
recommended Black and White 
Ointment. It sure relieved the 
stinging misery fast and I thank 
Black and White Ointment for 
saving my job. I keep it in my 
locker all the time.” 
Ellen Birdsong 
Far Rockaway, N. Y. 


GET FAST RELIEF TODAY 
For itchy misery of simple 
rashes, blackheads, acne, ec- 
zema, simple ringworm, use 
Black and White Ointment. 
25¢, 60¢, 85¢. Cleanse with 
Black and White Skin Soap. 


BLACK 4x0 


Million 
Packages Sold 


WHITE OINTMENT 








| almost six years. 
| very much, but there is a man he goes 





Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 








Vanishing Cream Deodorant Proved 
1% TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYand ODORLESS 


Rub It In—Rub Odor Out... 
Rub It In—Rub Perspiration Out 


USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 
stection from perspiration and odor— 
bbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 

ream deodorant, now contains magic new 

PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub 
rrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
aily for this exclusive 5-way protection: 

|. Prevents the appearance of under- 

arm perspiration, with the super-effective 

antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 

tantly, surely, on contact. 


3. Gives 1% times more security! 
Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
is 114 times more effective than any other 
leading deodorant tested. 

4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 


5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Safe for normal skin. 


Miore men and women 
use ARRID than any 


other deodorant! 


Don‘t be HALF-SAFE. 
Use ARRID to be sure! 


43¢ 


plus tax 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS JACKSON: I am 26 
years old and have been married for 
I love my husband 


around with and we have a great deal 
of trouble over this. I have left him and 
even filed for a divorce. However, he 
asked me to come back and promised 
that he would do better. 

He did for a while, then he would 
start over again doing more for this fel- 
low than I can or ever will. We used to 
have lots of friends but now no one 
wants to be around us because he talks 
about this fellow constantly. I don’t 
know what to do because when I’m with 
my husband, I’m only half happy. Will 
you help me, please? 

I have a large doctor bill already be- 
cause of my nerves. I want to save my 
marriage if I can as we have a nice 
home which many young couples do not 
have. 


Kitty 


Dear Kitty: 

There are often many “unknown” fac- 
tors that bring about unhappiness in 
marriage and usually neither couple is 
conscious of making these so-called mis- 
takes unless they are brought out and 
aired in the open. It could be that 
through a minor fault of yours, your 
husband feels that he is not getting what 
he should out of marriage. 

Crises in love and marriage are in- 
evitable. They can, however, be met 
with understanding and courage. I sug- 
gest that you get the help of a marriage 


counselor in (Continued on Page 78) 
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WE OWN A DREAM 

To stand with you at close of day 

With sunset in our eyes, is to find refuge. 

To gaze at the vesper star, then turn to 
you 

With a murmur on my lips, is to know 
proud content. 

There is naught in the world at eventide, 
but God and us— 

There are no homing birds, no songs, 
no flowers, 

For what would they be but trespassers? 

To have your hand in mine is happiness 
unto itself, 

The world is our cathedral, and love is 
benediction. 

There is no beginning, there can be no 
end, 

All of it is dream-like with awakening 
not to be feared, 

For it is a dream which we shall always 
own. 

Bill Smallwood 
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REPENTANCE 
The wounds of words cannot be healed 
By words alone, but time; 
For rather had my lips been sealed 
Than hurt you any time. 


Perhaps for my enduring love, 
Renewed faith and solid trust, 
Devotion I have put above 
All else in order to be just; 
Perhaps through trial time has come 
To ask, beseech, implore of you 
Forgiveness for the cruel words from 
A heart that’s been forever true. 
E. W. Northnagel 


DIVORCE 


Good bye to love, for love is you 
Good bye to life and skies so blue, 
You take all that I have to give 
My heart, soul and desire to live. 
Go quickly now, don’t see my tears 
As I reflect our happy years. 

Rush madly out, don’t see me cry 


. 





Although I live; somehow I die. 

And though I die, I must live on 

And face the fact: my love is gone. 
Harriett E. Cotharn 


FEBRUARY MAGIC 
Today my heart is light and gay. 


Dan Cupid’s arrow came my way. 

Now gone are all my cares and tears, 

Sweet bells are ringing in my ears. 

And suddenly, the sky is blue. 

Thanks to Cupid and to YOU. 
Roberta W rain 


LINES TO A SAILOR 


We met upon the winding road, 
Just as the sun went down. 
We kissed and laughed, then kissed again 
While shadows danced around. 
Now for a while we’ve said good-bye 
To the sweet joy we knew. 
While I stay here and do my part 
And you sail o’er the blue. 
Roberta Wrain 
15 
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?” he asked, 
this man 


cracking. “Who 
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“Cici, what is all 
voice. 
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That look which Johnny gave her was all Cici needed to let 


her know that the way of life she had chosen would never 


fit in with those plans for a cottage in Peoria. 


UNZIPPED the sea-green satin eve- 

ning gown and it fell in a silken 
cloud at my feet. I stooped to retrieve it 
before old Miss Ames began yelling at 
me for not taking care of the clothes | 
modelled. I hung it carefully on its pad- 
ded, scented hanger and then reached 
for my two-year-old blue serge suit. As 
I slid the shiny skirt over my head, | 
heard Kitty Watkins whistle softly. 
glanced at her and she grinned. 

“I’ve been wondering for weeks why 
you keep that super-duper figure hidden 
under that blue serge bag. Kid, you’re a 
knockout—or you would be if you wore 
the right clothes. You sell more gowns 
from your modelling than any of the 
rest of us. You wear them like a queen. 
Yet, when you get into that serge thing 
—you look like some one’s maiden aunt. 
Cici Williams—what’s the pitch? Are 
you doing penance or something? . . .” 

I pulled on my blouse and skirt and 
then eyed her resentfully as she slid into 
a smart English tweed suit with topper 
to match. 

“It’s just a little thing like money, 
friend,” I told her, wearily. “By the time 
| pay my room rent and eat my daily 
allowance of rabbit food, get the blue 
serge bag cleaned occasionally, some- 
times I have the grand total of a buck 
left—and it’s never the lucky buck, 

|” 
“No boy friend to help out . . .?” 


either. 


Her tiptilted gray eyes narrowed spec- 
ulatively. 
“There’s 


service in about three months,” I told 


one due home from the 
her, sighing. “That’s why I left Peoria 
I’d heard that 


models make ten dollars an hour. so I 


and came to Chicago. 


enrolled in a course and graduated with 
honors. But they forgot to tell me that 
sometimes I would only work a few 
hours a week. 

“TI wanted to make money fast so I 
could knock Johnny Barton’s eyes out 
when he came home. I had a fool notion 
he might ask me to marry him but with 


my clothes | won’t even make a hit— 
much less a home run.” | yanked on my 
old felt beret and then whirled on Kit 
and fired a leading question. 

“How do YOU do it?” 1 demanded 
resentfully. 

She winked at me and said, “How 
about going along with me to have a 
zombie somewhere, Cici. I'll tell you the 
story of my life.” 

So. over zombies, which I’d never 
tasted before, but which I found ex- 
tremely potent, Kit told me a lot of 
things about easy money. 

“There’s this old gal named Lucy 
Pritchard,” she said. “She runs an escort 
service for out-of-town salesmen and 
playboys. Strictly on the up and up. 
Cici. A man lands in town, calls Lucy 
and she sends him a date. He sends her 
a check, she deducts a generous percent- 
age and we get the rest. She gets rich, 
we do all right and besides, we meet a 
lot of swell guys, they buy us dinners at 
swanky places and everybody’s happy. 
Now—I think Lucy would take you on, 
if I say so. What about it, Cici . . .?” 

My brain felt lazy and sort of I-don’t- 
carish. The softly lighted room, the sub- 
dued murmur of voices, the soft laughter 


But 


sluggishly 


all melted into a golden glow. 
innate caution whispered 
through my lethargy. 

“These men, Kit,” I protested. “Don’t 
they ever get fresh . . .?” 

Kit laughed. “Constantly,” she told 
me, flippantly. “But most of them are 
old, and by the time they get amorous, 
they’ve usually had too much to drink 
and it’s all in their heads. The secret is— 
you keep sober and let them do the 
drinking and a girl with a grain of sense 
can usually handle them.” She sipped 
her drink slowly. 

1 made a gesture of distaste. “I don’t 
think I'd like it,” I told her. “It—it 
seems a little off-color. You—Kit, have 
you ever run into one you couldn’t han- 
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He pulled me into the shadow of a building 
and his arms went around me like a for- 
tress. His lips clung to mine like pollen. 





Then he gently released me. 





The letter that Johnny wrote about the nurse he met while he was in service was actually 


a hoax, but it was all that Cici needed to make a play for bigger stakes. 


Her grin deepened. “Sure. Several 
But then I don’t set any great 
by this over-rated thing they call 
istity. What’s it get you? When 
re dead, who’s going to care whether 
wore an old blue bag and went 
ind saying, indignantly, ‘I’d rather 
. .?’ I will say this, Cici, the times 
ildn’t handle them—maybe I didn’t 
icularly want to.” 
he laughed. “Baby, you don’t get 
ething for nothing in this old world 
iless you cheat a little. I always fig- 
they’re out to take something away 
us and it’s sort of fun to beat them 
heir own game.” She slipped her 
into her topcoat which she’d flung 
the back of her chair. 

[t’s up to you, sweetie. It was just a 
ndly tip and if you think you can’t 
idle it—why back to your ashes, 
iderella.” She picked up her glass, 

ned it and set it down with finality. 


I thought of Johnny coming home 
soon. I wanted him to see me looking 
like a million. I wanted Johnny to want 
me as I wanted him—but would he want 
a girl in a baggy suit, shiny at the 
seams ...? After all, I was sure I 
could handle men as well as Kit—and 
there wouldn’t be any times for me when 
I didn’t WANT to handle them. I was 
Johnny’s girl if he wanted me—and I'd 
know when the ice got thin and I'd skate 
away. 

“What about clothes?” I 
thoughtfully. “You’d have to have the 
right clothes to go night-clubbing, and 
I haven’t a thing—” 

“Lucy will take care of that,” Kit said, 
getting to her feet. “Does that mean 
I’d just about have 


asked, 


you're interested ? 
time to take you over to Lucy before | 
go home to dress. Got a dinner date with 


a big insurance man from Wisconsin to- 
night.” She eyed me expectantly. 





I slammed the door on my qualms « 
stood up decisively. “I'll give it a whirl” 
I told her, breathlessly. “If I don’t li 
it, | can always quit, can’t I?” 

“Sure,” Kit murmured, not looking af 
me. “Come on, we'll get a cab.” 

And so it was, we came to Lucy 
Pritchard’s place. I was surprised to fin 
it was just a walk-up flat in an old builds 
ing. There were no signs proclaiming 
that this was an escort bureau. Just at 
ordinary calling card stuck in the maik 
box on the lobby wall with the name 
Mrs. Lucy Pritchard engraved on it. As 
Kit pushed the buzzer I said, uneasily: 

“Why doesn’t she have a_ regular 
office?” 

“Oh—something about a license,” Kit 
said, carelessly. “Lucy isn’t given to 
talking about her affairs and she doesnt 
like her girls to run off at the mouth, 
either. She says once you have a licens@, 
the cops are al- (Continued on Page 50) 


As a successful dise jockey, Jack knew the business in- 
side out, but when he started playing with hearts instead 
of records, he found that he was only a novice. 


GO—THE ABILITY to love one- 

self—is an extremely powerful 
thing. You need a certain amount of 
it in order to succeed in life. On the 
other hand, in overdoses, it can be as 
dangerous as a lighted match in a 
dynamite factory. 


I’m an expert on the subject of 


ego, for mine caused me to be cheated 
out of real happiness. The way | 
loved myself, I didn’t find it hard to 
believe that every woman I came 
across would share the emotion. But 
the one woman who really meant the 
world to me turned the tables on me 
and left me shaken and defeated. 
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t is pretty easy for a man in my line 
vork to build up an exaggerated opin- 
»f his own importance. I’m a disc 
ey and, as you know, in recent years, 
men who spin platters for a radio 
ence have prestige un- 
amed of in years gone by. Disc 

ys make and break artists and enjoy 


gained 


endous recognition in their com- 


itles, 


he upsetting events in my life which 


vened during the past year haven’t 
cted my popularity, my standing or 
ity to make an exceptionally good 

But they have taught me a lesson 


hard way and proven to me that no 


matter how big you get, you can always 
court heartbreak when you try to tram- 
ple over the feelings of others. 

The idea that I could do anything I 
wanted and get away with it dates back 
to the time when I became the first Ne- 
gro disc jockey to be hired by a large 
radio station in my home town of New 
Haven, Connecticut. [ got the job on 
sheer nerve. What I knew about com- 
mercial broadcasting could be poured 
into a thimble. But, for a long time, 
while working as a night bartender in a 
fair-sized tavern, I’d spent my leisure 
hours during the day, lying in bed in my 


small hotel room, knocking myself out 


with ice-cold beer and listening to the 
various record shows. 

I’ve always had an instinctive love for 
good jazz music and this justified my 
passion for the platter shows. But, one 
day. I began to be plagued by the won. 
der why there shouldn’t be a Negro dise 
jockey slanting appeal to the large New 
Haven Negro population. 

Nights in the bar, I would casually 
mention this idea to some of the habitual 
customers, trying to get their reactions, 
Everyone seemed to think it a wonderful 
—but impossible—idea. 

“You know how white folks are,” 


/ took her glass from her unresisting hands, 
drew her to me and kissed her; kissed her 


lips, her eyes, her throat. 
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they'd say. “They ain’t gonna let us 
have any part of that valuable air time.” 

This attitude was just enough to rouse 
my ambition. I’m one of those who think 
it’s just as wrong for Negroes to jump 
to conclusions about all white people as 
it is for whites to do the same about us. 

Then too, I’ve always been the kind to 
get a big kick out of a challenge. 

I decided that I was going to try to 
make local history by becoming the first 
“race” disc jockey—and incidentally, 









real for it happened all so swiftly. Law- 
lor made no commitments that day. 
There were three other gentlemen from 
the station high command in his office. 
They talked with me pleasantly, asked 
numerous questions. Lawlor warned me 
not to come to conclusions yet. 

The station was still “thinking it over.” 
There were more conferences, more ques- 
tions. I submitted references and won- 
dered nervously whether my having left 
high school after only two years would 








It was hard for Jack to comprehend it when Flo told 
him that she really had married him to keep him from 








re, 


ruining another woman, but later on, he understood. 
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create a good living for myself. 

The next morning I walked into the 
office of a Mr. Lawlor, the program di- 
rector of the leading station in town. Mr. 
Lawlor was at first politely, gently—but 
respectfully amused at my nerve. As I 
talked, however, he seemed to gain in- 
terest. In the past few days, I had forti- 
fied myself with some facts about the 
buying power of Negroes in town, the 
population and other facts which made 
up a good argument for a radio station 
to strive for the attentive ear of colored 
people. 

When I left Lawlor’s office, he was ob- 
viously impressed. 

“I’m going to take this up with the 
folks who set policy around here, Mr. 
Walton,” he assured me. “It’s a big step 
to take so don’t be disappointed if the 
answer is negative or if you don’t hear 
anything for quite a little while.” 

Nothing will come of it, absolutely 
nothing, I told myself as I left the build- 
ing. But I was proud of myself for hav- 
ing tried and there was a little tremor of 
hope inside of me which I wanted to 
crush for fear of disappointment. 

The tiny hope died stubbornly after 
two weeks had gone by. I shrugged my 
shoulders and tried to forget the whole 
thing. I had almost succeeded about 
three weeks later. That was when Law- 
lor’s letter came. Would I be so kind as 
to phone him for an appointment? 
Would I? I trembled as I dialed the 
number, fought for control as I was con- 
nected with Lawlor and heard his cordial 
greeting. He wanted me to come in to 
see him the next morning. 

What happened after that seemed un- 


cause me to lose my golden opportunity. 

One day, four months after my origi- 
nal visit to the station, I was hired. I 
wasn’t to go on the air immediately. I 
was put on a salary, placed on a proba- 
tionary training period and warned not 
to breathe a word of my new job until I 
was considered ready to go on the air— 
three months from then. 

Desperately, I strove to keep this 
promise. I evaded the curious inquiries 
of friends who couldn’t understand why 
I had left a good bartending job at the 
Dixwell Avenue spot. I applied myself 
diligently to two aims: keeping the big 
secret and preparing myself for my ex- 
citing new work. The latter I accom- 
plished fairly well. The secret burned 
my very soul. 

At first, I was impressed with the con- 
fidence which had been placed in me by 
the station. That made me reluctantly 
content to be discreet about talking to 
friends, letting the cat out of the bag in 
any way. 

Sally Gaither helped me make up my 
mind that I was being cheated out of 
some personal glory by not letting the 
truth be known. Sally was a girl I’d been 
going around with for more than a year. 
I'd picked her up in the bar one night 
when she was sitting around drowning 
her sorrow about a lover’s quarrel in 
one Tom Collins after another. 

She wasn’t the kind of girl you’d write 
home about but I liked her, as I often 
told her, because she was so honestly no- 
good. She appealed to the man of the 
world in me. Sally would walk over her 
mother if Mom was in the way of any- 
thing she wanted to do. 

I could trust Sally. So I told her about 


my job. Sharing the secret with her 
brought us closer together. Every time 
we went out on a date, I’d tell her what 
I'd learned about the broadcasting busi- 
ness, all the inside facts I was picking up. 

Sally was what you call a notoriety 
chick. Liked to be seen with certain 
folks. Liked to blow her own horn. She 
was all swelled up with pride and impor- 
tance about being my girl. She was that 
way when I was a bartender, an impor- 
tant position in our little world at that 
time. She was more so when I got the 
job with the station. 

The thing that worried her was having 
her friends think she was keeping com- 
pany with an ex-bartender who now 
worked no one knew where. One thing 
about Sally, though. As long as I wanted 
her to keep her mouth shut, she’d go 
along. But she was determined to per- 
suade me to let the good news get around. 

She needled me. 

“Why should it be a secret still, 
Jack?” she demanded one evening as we 
walked slowly home from the movies. 
“You’ve been in training two whole 
months now. You're doing so well. It 
isn’t fair to have all this wonderful thing 
happening to you and no one knowing 
about it. Maybe, if it did get out, the 
station wouldn’t have the nerve to turn 
you down after your training.” 

It didn’t take too much to convince 
me. I’d been suffering from the strain of 
it all, wanting to tell everyone I met on 
the street: “Say, heard the news? I’m in 
radio now. You'll be able to tune me in 
every morning in a few weeks.” 

I wanted to have people whispering 
about me, pointing at me, planning and 
scheming how to get on my good side so 
I would do them favors. I wanted to be 
a big shot overnight. 

“But, Sally,” I protested, “if they ever 
found out I’d told anyone, they’d prob- 
ably let me go right then and there.” 

Sally had a foolproof plan, it seemed. 
She was friendly with the New England 
correspondent for JET Magazine. She’d 
“leak” the news to him. Then no one 
could put the finger on me. Happily, I 
told her to go ahead. 

I could hardly wait for the magazine 
to hit the stands. I guess my chest ex- 
panded a couple of inches when I read 
under “Predictions,” the following item: 

“A New Haven radio station is groom- 
ing its first Negro deejay. His name is 
Jack Walton. (Continued on Page 70) 
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People thought that what Dee had in beauty, she lacked in brains, especially after sh 
picked Tony over Harvey, but they didn’t know that her heart was smarter than her head 
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SK ME WHY I did it, and, for the life of 

me, I couldn’t tell you without making 
myself sound like a dope or a plaster saint— 
which is worse. But I can say it was the first 
decent, truly unselfish act of my life, and now 
that it’s over I can honestly say I’m glad it 
turned out that way. It started out to be some- 
thing quite different. 

If Georgette and I had been blood sisters we 
couldn’t have been any closer, and yet we were 
exact opposites. She was meek and mild, while 
I was a hellion, even as a child. I had to have 
my own way and I usually got it. We were 
cousins and her mother and father took me in 
as an act of charity. They could afford to give 
me a decent home; my own parents couldn’t. 

Yet, even though I was living there and en- 
joying the same advantages as their daughter, 
purely out of the goodness of their hearts, I 
confess I often gave Uncle Ernest and Aunt 
Kay a hard way to go. Georgette was the quiet, 
studious one; I concentrated on the boys. 

We were the same age practically, but when 
Georgette went off to college I was still trying 
to get enough credits to finish high school. 
“Dee has the looks, but Georgette is the one 
with brains,” people used to say to Aunt Kay. 

I didn’t mind, though. I got as much satis- 
faction out of being socially popular as 
Georgette seemed to get out of her high grades 
in school. I guess having the fellows run after 
me made me feel I was somebody. I needed 
that, because no matter how nice my uncle and 
aunt treated me—like their own daughter—I 
couldn’t help feeling a little resentful that my 


own parents were unable to take care of me. 

“Dee, if you just wouldn’t keep mentioning 
it, folks would forget,” Aunt Kay would tell 
me. “Nobody thinks any less of you because 
you're our niece, not our daughter, honey.” 

But it was like an obsession with me. As a 
child, when Uncle Ernest or Aunt Kay would 
present Georgette and me as their “daughters,” 
sooner or later I’d blurt out the truth. And 
later, I took delight in telling the fellows who 
dated me, “The famous Dr. Simmons isn’t my 
real father, you know. I’m an orphan, so 
you're out with a little nobody tonight.” 

Of course, the fellows would then proceed to 
tell me how wonderful I was and that it made 
no difference about my family. It was me they 
were interested in, they protested. Also, I de- 
veloped several effective techniques for getting 
my way with other people, as well as my uncle 
and aunt. Because they were so kind to me I 
always had lots of pretty clothes, and even 
after I started working after graduation, they 
refused to accept any money from me. 

With Georgette away at college, they show- 
ered even more attention on me. I accepted 
their affection and generosity as my due, sel- 
dom going out of my way to show my appre- 
ciation. Not that I was ungrateful; it was just 
that there was that vague resentment nagging 
somewhere in the back of my mind. I was not 
like other girls. I felt that my parents had re- 
jected me, even though they had done what 
they considered best for me; and somehow I 
just could not wholeheartedly accept what my 
foster parents offered. (Continued on Page 66) 
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“[’'m tired of always thinking about other 


people,” he said. “I want to think about 
fs 


myself—-about you—us: 

















VIAMA He Treats 


Ruth Brown, the Virginia-born singer with a tear in her voice, found out early that ng 


all problems can be taken to ‘‘Mama’”’; 


stage of New York’s Apollo, Ruth re- 
ves Old Goid award as doctor waits in 
ssing room to treat her ailing throat. 


BY RUTH BROWN 


one AMA, HE treats your daughter 

mean!”—and if you change “he” 
to “Fate,” then you’ve got the story of 
my life in the lyrics of that popular 
blues song. What I mean is, the words 
of that song apply to part of my life— 
behind the footlights, backstage in my 
dressing room, away from the theater. 
It’s the part of my life the public does 
not share. 

I don’t mean to say that I have had 
more hard luck than anyone else, in or 
out of show business. Actually, I have 
been very fortunate. I have a nice car, 
trunks full of beautiful clothes, records 
that are hits, and I could work 51 weeks 
out of the year if I could stand the pace. 
Most important of all, I have lots of 
wonderful friends. It is a fact that when 
I make an appearance, I have more 
friends than customers in the audience. 

So, with my name in lights, my records 
spinning merrily in the juke boxes, and 
a gold star on my dressing room door, I 
can say in all modesty that I have 
reached one of the main goals of my life. 

What it boils down to is that while I 
have been extremely fortunate as an en- 
tertainer, I have not been quite so lucky 
as a woman, as a person who wants the 
love and affection and peace of mind that 
everyone is searching for. 

For instance, when I| recently toured 
with the Joe Louis Rhythm and Blues 
Show, we were scheduled for an appear- 
ance in Norfolk, Va., a short distance 
from Portsmouth, where my family lives. 
On arriving in Norfolk, I learned that 
my father had passed away just one hour 
before. Believe me, it was then that I 
learned the real meaning of that phrase, 
“The show must go on.” 

Imagine my inner feelings as I faced 
the microphone and a gay audience, 
knowing that I would never again see 


you have to solve some yourself. 


the loved one who had started me out a 
my singing career. Somehow, I made 
through the first show but during th 
second show, I found it impossible ¢ 
continue. 

It’s at a time like that when you res 
appreciate friends, and the people in th 
show and the audience, too, were abso 
lutely tops. It was not the first time [ 
had found that even when things a 
darkest, you can find the faith a 
strength to carry on if you'll just look 
hard enough. 

Often I am asked to give my opinion 
as to why a song with the unhappy senti- 
ment expressed in “Mama” won sud 
widespread popularity. First of all, iti 
a good song with plenty of rhythm an 
bounce. It was written by two very goe 
friends, Johnny Wallace and Herbert J, 
Lance. I recorded it for personal rei 
sons and also because of its possibilitie 
as a hit. 

But more than that, I have found du 
ing my theater engagements and one 
night stands that audiences today 4 
listening more to the lyrics of a song 
than to the melody. Instead of pickin 
up tunes just because they are easy t 
hum or whistle, they go for songs th 
tell a story. Many times a fellow 
drop a coin in the juke box and select 
record that will let his girl know howk 
feels. Or a person will play the sor 
that fits his mood at that moment. 

I recall one woman who came up t 
me just after I’d_ finished singin 
“Mama” and said: “Miss Brown, yo 
sure must have been reading my mil 
when you sang that song. That’s ex 
actly the way I feel!” 

In all my songs I try to capture @ 
mood, to tell a story, and fortunately I’ve 
been able to do it. My recording 0 
“Mama” for Atlantic has hit the milliow 





Your Daughter Mean 























ind of milk, regularly drinks 


before first show each day. 
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Teaching herself to sight-read for two years, 
singer studies musical theory in bed daily. 





After shower, Ruth is handed towel by Mil- 
dred Maxwell, her maid and beautician. 


While she has been extreme- 
ly fortunate as an _ enter- 
tainer, Ruth has not been so 
lucky as a woman who wants 
the love and peace of mind 
for which she pleads in the 


lyrics of her songs. 


Ruth blends voice with that of singer Billy 
Eckstine whom she considers the nation’s 
No. 1 male vocalist. She rates Ella Fitz 
gerald top woman singer. 
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: Pe Po 
Taking a break during recording session for Atlantic Records, singer ' 
points out change she wants made in arrangement of number. 


Listening to playback of record she just made, Ruth seems as 


excited about it as Blanche Calloway, her personal manager. 


mark. “Teardrops From My Eyes” was 
another record of mine that had phe- 
nomenal sales, and Atlantic is expecting 
big things of my latest, “Tears Keep 
Tumbling Down.” 

They call me the girl “with the tear 
in her voice,” and that’s more than just 
a publicity agent’s slogan. There actual- 
ly were tears in my eyes when I cut my 
first record for Atlantic. I had just been 
confined to the hospital for over a year 
as the result of an auto accident, and 
there I was in New York, barely two 
weeks out of the hospital, alone and 
scared to death. 

Although I was presented with the 
“Mamie Smith Award” as the outstand- 


ing girl blues singer of 1953, my early 
musical training was of a different kind. 
My father was a religious man and start- 
ed me out as a child singing in church. 

He would stand me on the piano and 
accompany me as I sang the hymns and 
church songs he had taught me. When I 


grew older, I joined the school choir and 
had the lead in our rendition of “The 
Lord’s Prayer.” 

One day during World War II, I was 


heard by Lavosier Lamar and it was he 


who gave me my first chance to be heard 
Mr. La- 
mar, the former head of the Harlem 
YMCA, had come down to Virginia to 


set up USO shows for the men in service. 


outside churches and schools. 


After hearing me sing, he asked my 
father to let me sing for the men in the 
camps. 

My father was not too particular about 
having me perform, but I guess his 
patriotism overcame his parental objec- 
tions for he eventually gave his consent. 
As I recall, that wartime hit, “Walking 
By the River,” was the first popular song 
I ever sang before an audience. The USO’ 
shows turned out to be very popular and 
were highly successful. 

Many times the GI’s refused to let us 
leave the stage and I would arrive home 
later than my father thought proper. My 
mother always sided with me, often in- 
venting excuses to keep my father from 
getting worried. (Continued on Page 64) 


Outside her Harlem apartment building, Ruth adjusts camera lens before shooting photo of Willis Jackson, saxophonist-band leader, 
whose unit provides accompaniment for her. He stands beside her Cadillac which her brother, Leonard, drives when she is on tour 
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arms went up around my neck and 
Began crying, and all the while I kep 


wig her, her tear-wet face, her lips, he 
; eyes, her hair. 


Trying to beat Mother Nature at her ow 

game, Jack found that a woman’s soft lips 

can do far more damage to a man than, 
hydrogen bomb. 





cloud of 
lift. 

One o 
is in the 
avoid th 
when on 
ture at h 
too grea 
now. It’s 
perience 
he plays 

My tro 
long—be 


winning 


WO YEARS AGO I was well on my 
way to a highly successful career 
with one of our greatest insurance com- 
panies. All I had to do to hit the very 
top was to keep on the course I laid out 
for myself when I started work for the 
State Mutual Company in 1944. 
My first rule was to do my level best 
at all times. The second was to attend 
strictly to business always—to allow 
nothing to interfere with it, and most 
especially, women. Had I stuck as re- 
Jigiously to the second rule as I did to 
the first, I would not today be a ruined 
man, disgraced, discredited in my pro- 
‘fession, my life darkly shadowed by a 


By 


cloud of scandal which I know will never 
lift. 

One of my reasons for telling my story 
is in the hope that it may help others to 
avoid the trap I set for myself, because 
when one tries to beat old Mother Na- 
ture at her own game, the odds are just 
too great. That is something I know— 
now. It’s knowledge gained by bitter ex- 

| perience in a gamble nobody can win if 
he plays long enough. 

My trouble was, I played just a bit too 
long—became too sure I could keep on 
winning until / was ready to quit. And 
“at that, I almost made it. 

Almost, but not quite. 

' Yes, that’s how it was with me. Just 

I thought I had it made—whoom! 

nd back down the ladder I tumbled, 

shame, through, finished, 

Kayoed by the most lethal weapon in the 

World, not excluding the hydrogen bomb 
woman’s soft lips! 
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Now maybe that rule of mine about 
not letting women interfere with my am- 
bitious plans may sound priggish, or 
smug. But I knew what I was doing be- 
cause I had the best reasons for making 
such a rule. From the time I was a kid 
in grammar school, while I wasn’t ex- 
actly girl-crazy, I sure was attracted by 
all the pretty little chicks. Maybe if the 
attraction had not been mutual, my 
whole life might have turned out dif- 
ferently. 

But apparently I was the kind of boy 
the girls go for—and I went for them, 
too. Oh, I knew it was wrong. I mean, 
carrying it too far. But it didn’t seem 
awfully wrong because just about all the 
fellows were playing the game, trying to 
score, constantly talking about it, and 
bragging of their “victories.” 

Well, unfortunately I had my “vic- 
tories” too, although I never bragged 
about them. So later, in making my iron- 
clad rule about keeping women out of 


Oy, 


my life until I’d achieved my goal, what 
I really was trying to do was to guard 
more against myself than against them. 

Just before I entered college I had 
learned the hard way that if I was going 
to get anywhere special I’d have to 
strengthen my will power to a point 
where I had absolute control over my- 
self at all times. I knew by then that be- 
sides having a normal youthful yen for 
“romance,” to give it a nice label, I was 
of a more passionate nature than was 
good for me. 

That, plus my popularity with girls, 
not only pinned a reputation on me as 
a “chaser,” but several times came near 
getting me into serious jams before I 


finished high school. But somehow, I 
always lucked out. 

Getting into those kinds of jams was 
bad enough, but the way they affected 
my parents was what brought me down. 
They didn’t storm, or fuss much, or even 
punish me, nor did they need to because 
they showed they were hurt to their 
hearts by my wildness. That’s what real- 
ly got me, because they were always so 
swell to me, and I loved them and wanted 
them to be proud of me, not ashamed. 

Even so, as soon as | got out of one of 
my frequent scrapes involving girls— 
like being caught on the back porch with 
a neighbor’s daughter, although actually 
we were not doing what they thought we 
were—without intending to, I’d get into 
another. It got to be quite a thing, with 
the old biddies around town whispering 
about me and warning their nieces and 
daughters about me, like I was a sex 
maniac or something. 

The climax came in my senior year at 
high school when a beat-up chick that a 
lot of the guys had fooled around with 
became pregnant and put the finger on 
me! I almost died because she was one 
girl I never even thought of playing 
around with. But my mother was so up- 
set she became ill, even though, she, like 
my father, believed me when I told them 
I'd never had anything to do with the 
girl. 

“This time,” Dad told me sadly, “the 
odds are against you, Jack. If you hadn’t 
been in all those other scrapes, it 
wouldn’t be so bad. But as it is—” 

He didn’t need to go on, for I knew 
what he meant and knew he was so, so 
right. Only a few of the kids at school 
who knew me pretty well and also knew 
I’d always dodged this particular chick 
instead of making passes at her, would 
believe I wasn’t guilty. Some of us fig- 
ured maybe she was getting even with 
me because I never gave her a play, by 
claiming / had made her pregnant. Or 
that my folks were pretty well to do. 
Maybe both reasons figured with her. 

Anyway, I was in a real mess: The 
girl’s parents were threatening to have 
me arrested. And our high school prin- 
cipal warned me that if the girl was tell- 
ing the truth, he’d kick me out of high 
school, and that was just a couple of 
months before graduation! 

Well, Dad got things straight, as 
usual. He went to see the girl’s parents, 
who quickly offered to absolve me from 
any responsi- (Continued on Page 58) 
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“I’m a very unreasonable man, but a very 
sensitive one. I'm unreasonable because I 
feel cheated if my secretary isn’t also my 

mistress.” 





her sister, forced Louise to seek a man of her own—any man, 


; aided him had it not been for Eileen’s brief visit that night. 


HANCES ARE that when you’re the 

third side of a triangle of love, the 
mathematics of life will catch up with 
you and leave you unhappy and drained 
of your hopes and dreams. It’s bad 
enough to look back at the years gone by 
and realize that not only have you been 
a kept woman who lost her man. It’s 
worse to have to face the inescapable 
conclusion that you were wrong from the 
jump and managed to be even more 
wrong when the big break-up came. 

The day my sister, Clara, married Jer- 
ry Owens, was the day that started me 
along this road I have traveled—a road 
of disillusion, deceit and sin. That was 
the day I told myself I’d never have a 
man of my own; the day I vowed that I 
would get a man anyhow, even if he be- 
longed to someone else. 

A horrible vow to make, you say. Of 
course, you are right. But watching the 
happy glow on Jerry’s face and its reflec- 
tion in the eyes of Clara, I thought I 
hated all women and despised all men— 
except for what the latter could offer. 

You see, all along, up until a few 
weeks before the wedding, I had confi- 
Jently believed that Jerry would marry 
me. Actually, although I yearned to be 
able to condemn Clara for taking him, I 
had no real case against her. From the 
time that Dad brought Jerry home for 
his three daughters to meet, climaxing a 
lot of enthusiastic talk about the “intelli- 
gent, good-looking young man down at 
the office,” Jerry had obviously preferred 
Clara’s company to mine. 

One of the worst things a girl can do 
is fling herself at a man who has an op- 
portunity to choose others beside her- 
self. Clara was the shy, retiring type, 
while I had always, from childhood, ag- 
gressively pursued whatever I wanted. 

I’d wanted Jerry badly. When you’re 
twenty-six, not bad to look at and 
acknowledged as one of the best-dressed 
girls in your crowd, you begin to wonder 
whether something important is going to 
happen in the romance and marriage de- 
partment. 


I’d had numerous affairs and crushes 
but none which panned out well. It 
seemed I was the perfect mate for any 
number of eligible young men but only 
as a sort of sympathetic and understand- 
ing sister-type to listen to their talk about 
other girls or their problems in business 
or at home. 

To make matters worse, my older sis- 
ter, Elaine, had been married for three 
years and had a fine little son. Clara 
had turned down several proposals which 
would have set me wild with delight. 

So when Jerry came along, obviously 
at loose ends and seeking to do some- 
thing about it, I set my well-schemed 
feminine trap. I flashed him inviting 
smiles, telegraphed messages of approval 
of him during the pleasant meal Mom 
had prepared. I was the one who took 
possession of him after dinner, guided 
him into the living room and kept up a 
vivacious conversation. 

The rest of the family, Clara included, 
seemed inclined to accept the fact that 
Jerry was to be mine exclusively. They 
all cooperatively made themselves scarce, 
Mom and Dad leaving for a neighbor- 
hood show and Clara going to her room 
to prepare her lessons for the next day 
at the University. 

Jerry’s easy charm and the perfectly 
natural way he responded to my not too 
subtle overtures convinced me I was go- 
ing over big with him. I was somewhat 
disappointed in his failure to react to 
some pointed hints I made about his sit- 
ting closer to me but, after all, I decided 
his hesitancy indicated his respect for 
me and unwillingness to create the wrong 
impression the first night. 

The second meeting with Jerry left me 
puzzled, however, since he acted the part 
of the perfect escort on our dinner and 
dance date, but made no attempt to step 
over the mark toward intimacy. I didn’t 
stop to think that the date had been my 
suggestion, not his. 

When he took me home that night, 
Jerry told the cab to wait, came up the 
steps with me and watched me slowly in- 
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In her blind pursuit of Al, Louise lost com- 


pletely all sense of human values, but it took 


another woman to teach her the real meaning 


of true love. 


ting my key in the outside door. 
‘Well, good night, Lou,” he told me, 
ling sincerely, “I enjoyed myself tre- 
dously.” 
was standing in the tiny hallway be- 
n the inner and outer doors now. 
characteristic boldness was spurred 
y the four Martinis I’d had at the 
e Note as we’d listened to the smooth 
formance of Sarah Vaughan. 
| reached out to Jerry swiftly. 
Wait, Jerry,” I said. “Aren’t you even 
g to kiss me good night?” 
le measured me with his eyes. Then 
took me in his arms and brushed a 
on my cheek—a kiss as pure and 
«citing as toothpaste. 
pouted prettily. 
Can you spare it?” I asked impu- 
iy. 
Jerry smiled uneasily. He looked as 
igh he were about to tell me some- 
Then he made excuses. 
Really, Lou, I'd better be running 
Awfully late now you know for a 
low who’s due at work at eight. Be- 
maybe my cab driver’s getting im- 
ient. I'll phone you some time.” 
e dashed off with what I felt was un- 
il haste. 
\ dark depression settled over me as 
vent slowly into the house. I switched 
the light in the bedroom I shared 
h Clara. My hurt and resentment was 
st displaced by the surprise of see- 
that my sister was still as much 
ike as if it had been early evening. 
t was only my sensitiveness at the mo- 
it, | hoped, which made me sense a 
k of guilt and more than ordinary 
osity in Clara’s eyes. 
What are you doing awake?” I asked 
nost savagely. 


“Oh, nothing,” Clara answered, her 
eyes avoiding mine. “Just couldn’t get 
to sleep.” 

I gave myself a disgusted once-over in 
the mirror, sat down on a chair and 
tugged at my shoes. 

“People don’t know when they’re 
lucky,” I grumbled. “I might as well 
have stood in bed, as the expression goes, 
rather than going out with that cold fish.” 

“Why, Lou?” Clara asked quickly. 

“Oh, never mind,” I replied. “I don’t 
even care to talk about it.” 

Clara kept her eyes on me while I went 
through the routine of undressing. I 
felt she was acting strangely, but again 
I attributed it to my own unpleasant 
mood. I was in for a shock minutes 
later when I was just about to fall asleep. 

“Lou,” Clara called softly. 

“What do you want, Clara?” I asked 
annoyedly. 

Her words came swiftly, almost as 
though she were afraid if she didn’t get 
them out immediately, she might change 
her mind. 

“I feel terrible about you and Jerry, 
Lou,” she told me. I was jarred into in- 
stant wakefulness. 

“I feel terrible, Lou, because I almost 
feel as though I’m doing something dirty 
and wrong.” 

I sat bolt upright in bed. 

“What do you mean, Clara?” I de- 
manded sharply. 

Her voice was tremulous and even 
lower. 

“I mean that Jerry’s been calling me 
every day since the night he was here. 
He wants to take me out, Lou.” She 
paused uncertainly. Then she added 
swiftly, “And I want to go with him. 


Lou, it’s hard for me to say this, but | 
think it’s only fair. Jerry says that I’m 
the one he wants to date and that he’s 
afraid that you’re getting to misunder. 
stand his being nice to you.” 

For a moment, | was speechless with 
disbelief, absolute rage and humiliation, 
When I was able to speak, I turned on 
Clara with a bitter fury which set her 
crying and pleading with me to under. 
stand. I said things to my sister which 
I shuddered to think about the next day, 
I called her a little cheat, a cheap, deceiy. 
ing hussy, who was trying to deprive me 
of something truly mine. 

Clara said nothing more, but her hys: 
terical sobs soon caused a wave of shame: 
to flow over me. Spent with exhaustion 
and distress, I finally lay back in the 
bed and went to sleep. 

The next morning, Clara was silent 
and I was subdued as we got up and 
dressed, she to go to school and I, get 
ting ready for work. 

Impulsively, just before we went 
downstairs for breakfast, I begged 
Clara’s forgiveness. 

“I’m completely in the wrong, Clara, 
honey,” I told her. “I should have been 
able to see that Jerry was only being 
sweet to me because I went after him in 
a big way. If you’re the one he likes 
just forget about me and go ahead an 
have fun. He’s a real nice guy, Cla 
and I wish you luck. Call him up and 
tell him we’ve talked things over and he 
needn’t worry any more about being 
wolfed by your big sister.” 

It was a basic decency which made mé 
take this attitude which sent Clara inte 
gushing gratefulness. But the wound im 
my heart, caused by Clara’s confession 
of the night before, hadn’t healed at all. 
It was simply covered with a hard scab 
of deceit. And even though I kissed my 
sister tenderly and wished her luck wil 
the man I had wanted so desperately, f 
knew that I resented her terribly. 

On the bus, going downtown to mj 
job as clerk in a large wholesale facto 
I thought disturbing, bitter thought 
about Clara. Clara was just getting eve 
with me, I felt. Just getting even for 
that I had done to her in our childhoo 
days. 

I hated to think of what a nasty, ré 
pulsive kind of child I had been in thos 
long-gone days. Save for one big faul 
| had been the normal girl growing up, 
the in-between (Continued on Page 79 











In order to get a divorce, people will do amazing things. 


ee RE A cozy, romantic scene. 
The lights are low. the music soft 
| the drinks stimulating. The man 
‘es familiarly to a closet and takes 
The large “A” 
pocket 


lx for a name that is well-known 


a lounging robe. 
nogrammed onthe breast 
i irlem. where ite operates a suCCeSS- 


| ‘ 
DuSsINess, 


He makes himself at home: he’s been 
In fact. this 


neat little apartment is his secret hide- 


there many times before. 


away. the place where he relaxes on 
those nights when he is too bored or 
too restless to go home to his wife. 

His companion is a voluptuous crea- 
ture. clad in the kind of negligee de- 
signed to put a tired businessman in a 
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ace private eye reveals. 


playful mood. She reclines on the sofa 

and’waits for him to get comfortable. 
The stage is now set for an unex- 

pected and very often stormy climax: { 


the sudden entrance of the irate wife. 





her witnesses and the man who is the 
manipulator of the 
the di- 


hehind-the-scenes 
“actors” in this real life drama 


vorce detective. 
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uring my years on the New York 
police force and now, as the head 
y own detective agency, I have been 
» in cases that make the average 
vate eye” novel seem tame in com- 
son. Divorce cases, experience has 
zht me, involve as skill as 
ting shoplifters and sometimes ex- 
ire to as much danger as guarding 


much 


iyi oll. 
here are four dozen different sets of 
»rce laws on the books in the 48 





z 





i; 


aos 


ites, but in New York there is only 
ground for divorce—adultery. And 
e the guilty spouse must virtually be 
sught in the act, the services of a pri- 
detective are almost indispensable 

; iny legal action. 
' n the Empire State, obtaining proof 
idultery that will stand up in court 
juires time, money and painstaking 
ercover work. It is not enough for 
wife to suspect her husband of cheat- 
yn her; she must have proof. Nor 
t even enough for the husband (or 
actually to catch the erring mate 
compromising position with a 





r. There must also be witnesses to 
»\borate any evidence later presented 














in court. Only a trained operative, ac- 
quainted with legal and investigative 
procedures, is equipped to gather such 
air-tight evidence. 

Occasionally, however, the wronged 
wife or husband accidentally stumbles 
across evidence as valid as any a detec- 
tive could ferret out. One such case re- 
cently involved a prominent musician, 
who allegedly failed to confine his 
“playing” to the bandstand. Newspa- 
pers headlined the front page story: 


ome s 


George was so obviously upset ly 









couldn’t answer, but he didn’t have y band 
do any talking, according to one of th # bro 
witnesses. Testifying for the wife, , Act 
relative told the court that a glance inty then 
the other room revealed that the haj ‘4S 
was occupied by a buxom beauty, whoy under 
garments were strewn on the floor anj the cé 
chair. and h 
The divorce was granted. the c« 
Such cases are the exception rathe But 
than the rule. When a person is ip. the st 
vorce 
sional 
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POllusion between Itrsband and wife in setting the stag 
for divorce evidence usually runs into the money ani 
some detectives refuse to take certain cases. 
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SNe ie 


my a private tete-a-tete in what was thought to be some secluded rendezvous, is often watched 
known to either of the persons involved, may be gathering evidence which may be later used in court proceedings 


MUSICIAN’S PLAYING 

(IN BEDROOM) RESULTS IN 

DIVORCE FROM HIS WIFE 

The story that unfolded in the news 
columns was a familiar one. The wife 
of the playboy musician left home to 
spend the weekend with relatives, said 
the newspaper. For some reason, she 
cut short her visit and returned unex- 
pectedly. As she and members of her 
family entered the apartment, they were 
astonished to see the husband emerge 
from the bedroom “clad only in his 
shorts.” 

“Why, George!” exclaimed the wife. 
“I thought you were supposed to be 
working tonight?” 
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by a private detective, who, 



















dulging in extra-marital romance, he 
soon becomes an expert at covering his 
tracks and resorting to all sorts of tricfs 
and devices to escape detection. Now 
and then, however, a suspicious male 
will turn sleuth in order to catch a two 
timer red handed, sometimes going 
amazing lengths. 

For instance, there was the husbant 
who hid in the trunk of his wife’s cat 
one night last winter up in New Eng 
land. Despite the sub-zero temperatul 
he stayed in his cramped hiding plat 
while his wife picked up their next doe 
neighbor and drove to a secluded spo 
When he heard the amorous couple 
move to the rear seat, the enraged hus 


the “oth 


band jumped out of the trunk wielding 
a broomstick. 

According to newspaper accounts, he 
then beat up the other man, took his 
trousers and some of the straying wife’s 
undergarments as evidence, then drove 
the car to the police station as the wife 
and her lover fled. Police later arrested 
the couple on adultery charges. 

But usually, when a person reaches 
the stage in marital relations where di- 
yorce seems inevitable he seeks profes- 
sional help from an agency such as the 
one I operate. Of course, we do not 
limit our activities to divorce cases; 
there are many other phases of our op- 
eration—guarding payrolls, protecting 
stores against shoplifters and holdups, 
furnishing bodyguards, and conducting 
civil and criminal investigations. 


DIVORCE detective soon learns to 
expect anything once he takes on a 
case. I recall the time I was engaged 
by a woman who suspected her husband 
of having an outside love interest. She 
wanted proof. She had become sus- 
picious shortly after she and her hus- 
band purchased a rooming house out of 
the profits of the business they jointly 
owned. 
I discovered that the husband had 
rented out all the rooms in the house 
" except one, which he kept for himself. 


In many cases, a straying husband may register at a hotel with 
the “other woman” in full knowledge of the fact that he is being 
watched and that minutes later, they will be “surprised.” 


It was there that he entertained his lady 
friend. 

When his wife confronted him with 
this evidence, the husband admitted 
everything and the wife filed for a di- 
vorce. Meanwhile, the husband began 
living openly with the other woman in- 
volved. Then one of those unforeseen 
events that can turn a case topsy-turvy 
occurred. 

The estranged husband and his girl 
friend became involved in a bitter quar- 
rel, which ended abruptly when she 
grabbed up a knife and stabbed him. 
The wife, learning about the incident 
and knowing her husband was critically 
injured, halted the divorce proceedings 
and withdrew the case from me. After 
all, if her husband died, she would have 
no need for a divorce. As his legal 
heir, she would get everything, anyway. 

Divorce has become almost a luxury, 
limited to those in the top income 
brackets; the average person can’t af- 
ford it. In addition to $300 or $400 
lawyer’s fees, the person seeking a di- 
vorce must pay the costs of the investi- 
gation. 

The amount depends upon how many 
operatives must be assigned to the case, 
the expenses they run up, and how long 
it takes to collect the necessary evidence. 
At $25 per day for simple investigative 
work, the cost can mount up. Especial- 
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ly if the straying mate is taking precau- 
tions to conceal any illicit relationships. 

I remember not so long ago when 
Mrs. Smith, a fairly well-known Harlem 
matron, came to me with a very touch- 
ing story. She and her husband had 
been separated for about two years, she 
related. They jointly owned a home and 
her financial situation was such that she 
had to sell the property. 

She knew that Mr. Smith was having 
an affair with another woman but 
needed legal proof of his infidelity. One 
of the terms she planned to impose on 
him was that he sign the papers neces- 
sary for her to dispose of the property. 
She wanted to pay for my agency’s 
services immediately after the house was 
sold. Unfortunately, I had to turn her 
down. 

My files, like those of other agencies 
in the city and throughout the country, 
are filled with strange and sometimes 
shocking cases that involve famous fig- 
ures in the world of sports, glamorous 
models, big-name musicians, and promi- 
nent professional men and women. In 
any cases mentioned here, of course, 
fictitious names will be used to protect 
the individuals involved. 

One case that recently made front 
page news concerned “an attractive 
Harlem socialite,” as the newspapers 
put it. The news stories told of how 


Accompanied by a photographer to snap the “evidence,” wife’ 
of philandering husband will track him to his hideout in hope 
of obtaining photo that can be used in later divorce action. 
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Post, a prominent business man, his 
er and other witnesses burst into 
yank Sugar Hill apartment late one 
raiding party surprised Mrs. 

t lounging on a sofa, sipping Scotch- 
da with a man friend. From their 
attire and the gay atmosphere, 
nterruption apparently came at a 
The boy friend re- 
ed the intrusion and invited Mr. 
t to step outside and settle it with 
Meanwhile, Mrs. Post, clad in 
ting but a form-revealing nylon slip, 
e a dash into the street. Fifteen 
utes later, however, she returned— 


tegic moment. 





as cold outside. 

he majority of everyday folk find 

heaper to go to Reno or some other 
where the laws are more lenient. 





ere is a certain stigma attached to the 
ge of “adultery” that makes many 
iples hesitate to use it as a reason for 
rce when the real cause may be 

lty or incompatibility. 
[here was a time when “set ups” were 
onplace in New York and many 
ples who wanted a divorce resorted 
ollusion as a means of getting 
! ind the requirements of the law. 
t, one or the other of the couple 
iid volunteer to be the “fall guy,” 


? 





that is, the person who would deliber- 
ately place himself in an adulterous po- 
sition. For the purposes of divorce 
action this means finding a man and 
woman together with outer garments re- 
moved and no third person in the room. 

Then, a man or woman professional 
co-respondent would be hired at $10 or 
$15 to be discovered with the fall guy 
the detectives 


in a hotel room when 


broke in. Many third-rate, fly-by-night 
agencies specialized in such dishonest 
practices, but, as usually happens, such 
shady operators were finally tripped up 
by their own greed and disregard for 
the law. 

What happened was this: an agency 
arranged a set-up for a client who had 
obtained his wife’s consent for a di- 
vorce. She had agreed to be named as 
the one who broke the marriage vows, 
but she refused to personally take part 
in a fake hotel room raid. So the hus- 
band paid an agency to supply not only 
the “other man” in the case, but also 
a woman to pose as his wife! 

The two professionals registered at 
a hotel and set the scene for the “out- 
raged” husband’s arrival with detec- 
tives. Came the knock on the door, the 
raiding party’s entrance, and the sur- 


prised couple standing around partially 
disrobed. 

So far, so good. But when the hus. 
band’s lawyer presented this evidence 
in court, it was so lurid and shocking 
that the wife protested. She was from 
a good family, she declared indignantly, 
and she could not afford to have her 
name blackened in court. All those 
things were untrue; she was not 4 
loose woman. Furthermore, she testi- 
fied, at the time of the hotel raid, she 
was elsewhere and could prove it. 

Her sworn testimony blew the case 
wide open. The evidence was checked, 
the frameup was proved and the agency 
that had engineered the phony set-up 
was closed down. 

After that, the courts became more 
vigilant and today set-ups are no longer 
possible. One or the other of the couple 
must actually be caught—no substi. 
tutes—and the agency must sign and 
seal any evidence to be presented. If 
requested, the detective must appear in 
court prepared to testify to its ac. 
curacy. 

People seem to react in much the same 
way when they are being investigated or 
when actually confronted in a com- 
promising situation—-first surprise, then 


anger, and (Continued on Page 76) 


With evidénce in hand, wife consults at- 
whb will tell her whether she has 


torney 
ith which to obtain freedom. 
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New Ideas 
ForA 


New Year 


ING OUT the bells—blow up the 

balloons and shout the tidings 
across the land! Happy New Year! It's 
1954! 

With all of the fanfare that this day 
brings, it is impossible to foresee what 
lies ahead for any of us. No matter how 
many resolutions we make and try to 
keep, the pattern changes without our 
knowing it and we accept it as an every- 
day event. 

But for the Eve of the New Year and 
the first day, the universal cry is eat, 
drink and be merry—forget troubles 
and cares—and offer up our sincere 
prayers for happiness, prosperity and 
good will toward men. 

Tan’s Home Service Department sin- 
cerely hopes that its efforts throughout 
the year have been enjoyed and wel- 
comes criticisms and suggestions. It also 
will be glad to receive any recipes or 
ideas, wishes for each reader, good 
health, abundant happiness and prosper- 
ity for the coming year. 
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Party Cake Squares 








Hot Buttered Rum-Apple Juice 
bine in sauce pan, 1 quart apple juice, 2 tbsps. sugar, 4% cup butter and bring to boiling 
Add 2 cups of light rum and heat five minutes longer. Remove from heat, add a dash of 
nutmeg and a dash of mace. Pour into mugs and serve with snacks. 
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r for a center decoration, to tell a story or for eating, these little cake squares can be easily made from Swansdown cake mix or your 
favorite cake recipe, frosted and decorated as shown. For those who wish, the numerals for the year may be added. 


Party Snacks For New Year’s 


T HE JOYOUS last day of the year has 

rolled around again and across the 
nation gaiety and good times are in 
vogue. Troubles have been momentarily 
forgotten and resolutions loosely made 
to be broken at will and circumstances. 
Hostesses are eagerly planning parties, 
open houses and good times for all to 
enjoy. 

The home touch seems to be the pop- 
ular trend in entertaining today, with 
easy-to-prepare foods and menus the or- 
der of the day. Whether the beverages 
are simple cocktails, punch, egg nog or 
fine champagne, they should be good 
and tasty and in keeping with the pocket- 
book. It is far better to have a simple 
menu that one can afford than an elab- 
orate menu that one will be paying for 
the rest of the year. 

A successful party depends largely 
upon the hostess, how she serves and the 
thought put into the serving and prep 
aration, rather than the cost. 
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The Champagne Touch 


Chilled to the liking and served just right, champagne will give that added touch for New 

Year’s. Excellent companions are tiny sandwiches of smoked turkey, ham and cheese, cut into 

bite size and topped with olives. For those who wish, a plate of tasty stuffed eggs, anchovies 
and caviar may be added. 
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Tasty Party Snacks 


Place slices of canned apple slices on toothpicks and add a cube of sharp American cheddar 





ly 
1€ cheese. Alternate slices with tiny cocktail frankfurters, spread with sharp mustard. Place on 


tray with triangle crackers and decorate with parsley as shown. 














Here is Something 
“New and Different” 










Powdered sugar | 
ice Cream 

Whipped Cream 

| Fresh and frozen 
| fruits + Fruit 
| Sauces 
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Something new, indeed, this dessert waffle. 
The unique (really extra-special) flavor and 
texture you will achieve will surprise and 
delight you. A special method of mixing is 
employed similar to that used in making 
Chiffon Cake. No difficulty here, but the 
recipe should be closely followed ... a 
waffle mix simply won’t do. Another 
Clabber Girl “Personality” recipe with a 
delightful reward for your ‘personal touch”’. 































*Note...Don’t let yourself forget how 
good your baking can be. 


CHIFFON DESSERT WAFFLES 
(Yield: eight 44-inch square waffles) 
1 cup sifted all- 2 egg yolks 
" purpose flour Y% cup salad oil 
1 EER, cup cold wate 
(balanced) 4 teaspoon vanilla 
Baking Powder % teaspoon grated 
¥% cup sugar lemon rind 
14 teaspoon salt * 2 egg whites 
Sift together flour, baking powder, sugar, 
and salt. Add egg yolks, salad oil, water, 
vanilla, and. lemon rind. Beat until smooth 
and well blended. Beat egg whites until 
very stiff and dull in appearance. Pour egg 
yolk.mixture into the beaten whites, folding 
gently until: well blended. Bake in waffle 
iron and serve warm with powdered sugar, 
whipped cream, fresh or frozen fruit, or 
ice cream. 


CLABBER GIRL'S 
BALANCED DOUBLE 
ACTION plus your 
“personal touch,"" make 
baking results so sure, 
so satisfying 
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| the season’s smartest casual dresses, that have noteworthy back interest, have been designed by Dee Dee Johnson of California. 
on many tones of pastel wool, the dresses have convertible collars, contour belts and push-up sleeves. Each dress, about $40. 


ime bolero of velveteen has pegged-top 
matching draped fascia. Strapless 
dice has tulip top. By Tabak, $49. 


Practical Casuals 
From California 


ne designers of California 

have been responsible for the ever- 
popular and practical trend in casuals 
and separates. Each season these ver- 
satile fashions become more popular 
and fill a definite place in every wom- 
en’s wardrobe for every season from 
coast to coast. 

Many West Coast designers have put 
into their creations the little chic touches 
that add youth to the figure and face. 
The styles are smart and geared to fit 
and look good on all sizes and shapes. 


The lines of all this season’s dresses are 
simple, but still will flatter the figure. 

Smooth pockets, pleats and button 
detail have been added for smartness, 
and a lot of emphasis has been placed 
on the back detail, with flares and pleats 
for easy walking. 

Dual purpose jackets and vests are 
shown in various stylings and many of 
the separates are made for inter-chang- 
ing. The jumper and shirtwaist dress 
with novel dickeys and blouse effects 
have top honors in smartness. 
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Classic topper of wool and cashmere fleece is hip-hugging, yet boxy, 
barrel-styled. Skirt is all-wool flannel and sweater has mitred front 
and back. Coat, $40; skirt and sweater, $28. By Tabak. 


shoe neckline. Double-breasted button front, makes it easy to 
get in and out of. By Tabak—dress under $25, blouse $12. 


Slim-line flannel coat dress made on sheath lines with double- 
breasted step-in opening. Dress has dolman sleeves, detachable 
white, pique dicky and cuffs. By Tabak, under $30. 


: al 
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Gray wool cardigan-styled dress with deep yoke and dolman sleeves, 
that can be dressed up or down as occasion demands. Unusual fea- 
tures are in back detail and embroidered initials. Price, under $40. 
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bar and barbecue area of the rumpus room has a built-in barbecue pit and grill. It also contains a bar, sink and cabinets. The 
bar is in redwood and the chairs and stools are blonde wood with watermelon-red upholstery. Fireplace is made of flagstone. 


f rumpus room contains TV area. Walls are in blue and 
white zodiac motif and floor is blue asphalt tile. 


on 


Provineial 


And Modern 
Combined 


A PLEASING combination of contemporary and provincial 
furnishings throughout the home of Dr. Warner Wright in 
California gives it an atmosphere of quiet charm and luxury. 
The clean-cut lines of modern furniture are skillfully grouped 
with beautiful pieces of period furniture in the living and dining 
rooms to provide a touch of new, as well as old formality. 

Each room is styled and keyed to the comforts of easier, mod- 
ern living. The house was designed by West Coast architect, 
Ralph Vaughn, with every nook and corner of living space care- 
fully utilized. There is room for every activity imaginable in 
this house, from rumpus room capers to more sedate and dig- 
nified forms of entertainment. 

The dramatic use of color complements each room from 
ceiling to floor. Reds, greens and browns, along with yellow, 
are the predominating colors. Telephone jacks are scattered 
throughout the house to make telephone conversations a delight. 

A profusion of green foliage and flowers surrounds the house. 
A slanting terrace is covered with clinging vines in contrast to 
the white stairway leading to the house. 
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Attractive house is yellow stucco with aqua trim. Landscaping gives home a settled appearance and enhances beauty of the house. 
Nestling high above the street, house sits in comfort and solidity. Car port easily accommodates two cars. 


| 


All-electric kitchen (above) features plenty of cabinet space, light-coved ceiling. Cabinets house dishwasher, garbage disposal unit. 
Living room (below) is done in French Provincial-Louis XIV motif. Walls and carpeting are s! een, drapes gold and brown. 
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The job of correctly predicting a child’s characteristics isn’t easy because each parent gives only half of his or her gene. 


Predicting That New Baby 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


)U ARE, or have been, an expect- 
mother, chances are you have 


red what your new baby will “look 


iiSO: 


whether it will be a boy or 


vith brown or black hair, fat or 
ill or short. 

anks to geneticists, who are experts 
edity, it is now possible to predict 
2 few characteristics and qualities 


new baby, months before it is 


basis for the findings of geneti- 


cists, the facts which make it possible for 
the parent to make good “guesses” about 
the baby before birth, is found in genes 
of the parents. Passed along from the 
father’s sperm to the mother’s egg, each 
gene has its own characteristics and qual- 
ities. Genes determine the color of skin, 
eyes, hair. They determine the size of 
bone, muscle, type of skin. They deter- 
mine height, weight, over-all size. 
However, the job of correctly predict- 
ing a child’s characteristics and qualities 


isn’t as easy as that paragraph might 
make it sound. What makes the job difh- 
cult is this: each parent gives only half of 
his or her gene. Thus genes with many 
characteristics and qualities of the par- 
ents are left behind. Conversely, charac- 
teristics and qualities may be passed on 
in the genes which have not been appar- 
ent in the parents. 

For instance, a parent with brown hair 
may carry a gene for black hair. As a re- 
sult, when the father’s and mother’s genes 





come together in the fertilized egg, the 
child may have hair different in color 
from either parent. 

This tendency is noted more in couples 
of mixed ancestry (Negro-white mar- 
riages, for example) than in mates of 
like ancestry. The more the husband and 
wife are alike in their traits, the more 
predictable are the child’s characteristics 
and qualities. 

Of course, when parents are opposites, 
one parent’s genes may dominate the 
other’s. Such an example is found when 
a light-skinned person and a dark- 
skinned person marry and the child is 
light-skinned. The light-skinned parent’s 
genes have dominated the dark-skinned 
parent’s genes in this instance. 

In still other cases, neither’s genes may 
dominate, thus producing an in-between- 
shade baby! 

The most-frequently-asked question be- 
fore a child’s birth is: will it be a boy or 
a girl? 

“There are genes that govern sex,” 
says Amran Scheinfeld, author of The 
New You and Heredity, “and heredity 
may possibly account for the fact that 
boys or girls appear more often in cer- 
tain families. However, this matter of 
sex-determination is so very complex, 
and chance plays so big a part in it, that 
we'll say no more than this: While both 
parents pass on sex genes, the deciding 
ones are contained in the father’s sperms, 
and these are of two kinds, half maleness- 
producing, half femaleness. Which kind 
gets to the egg first decides whether a 
boy or girl will be conceived, with the 
chances, for some reason, favoring a boy 
conception. 

“At the same time, though, boy fetuses 
are weaker than girl fetuses and have less 
chance of surviving if the mother’s con- 
dition isn’t good. So if the mother is 
young, healthy and well-cared for, the 
odds may be up to 120 to 100 she'll have 
a boy baby; if she’s sickly, older and/or 
underprivileged, the odds may be just 
50-50 of having a boy. This is all in 
terms of broad averages. In any single 
case, there’s as yet no way either of pre- 
scribing or foretelling a baby’s sex be- 
fore it is conceived.” 

After the baby is on the way, however, 
there are tests which can correctly tell 
whether it is going to be a boy or girl. 

“These tests,” Scheinfeld explains, 
“are made with a pregnant woman’s 
saliva.” 


These tests are said to be 98 per cent 
accurate! 

Many characteristics and qualities of 
the baby may be predicted with great ac- 
curacy even before conception. To illus- 
trate: 

Two brown-eyed parents almost cer- 
tainly will produce a brown-eyed baby. 

Two black-haired parents almost cer- 
tainly will produce a black-haired baby. 

Kinky-haired parents almost certainly 
will produce a kinky-haired baby. But if 
one parent is kinky-haired and the other 
is straight-haired, the child may still be 
kinky-haired. It depends, as with all op- 
posites, whose genes dominate! 

Predictions of nose, mouth, and ear 
shapes are difficult. But they are made 
easier if there is a strong, similar line of 
heredity in parents. In other words, the 
more alike the parents are, the more simi- 
lar their hereditary traits, the more accu- 
rate they can be in predicting just what 
shape nose, mouth, and ears their baby 
will have. 

It is to be remembered that the hidden 
factors in parents’ genes explain the sur- 
prises that are experienced frequently at 
birth. 

Happily, though, it can generally be 
predicted today that the child will be 
better-looking than the parents! This is 
due to changes in environment more than 
heredity. Many parents who started out 
with genes for good looks suffered from 
poor diseases, 
which combined to destroy the “intent” 
of the genes. With improved living con- 


homes, malnutrition, 


ditions, chances are greater that the baby 
will enjoy every benefit intended by the 
genes of parents. 

The final question, perhaps, is: will the 
baby be normal? 

Again improved living and health con- 
ditions play an important role, making it 
possible to say generally that virtually 
every baby will come into the world nor- 
mal. This, of course, assumes that nor- 
malcy is a hereditary trait in parents. 

And in some cases where the parents 
are defective, the child will “escape” the 
defective genes and be born normal. 

The “game” of predicting what the 
child will be can be made interesting 
through a study of genes’ functions and 
heredity by the parents. But it is less im- 
portant to be “up” on heredity than it is 
to make sure the baby will be born to a 
good home where love will rule when it 
needs love most. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


ra Max Gerber 


( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


As your growing baby progresses from a 
milk-only diet, a variety 
of well-balanced meals be- 
comes more and more im- 
portant. Even the tiniest 
infants tire of the same 
thing day in and day out. 
Doctors specify variety 
early, not only because of 
nutritive values .. . but 

ete because getting used to 

Mrs. Dan Gerber = variety at an early age 

makes for good future eating habits. 


Variety for your darling’s diet is one of 
the things Gerber’s specialize in. Take their 
Baby Cereals for example: your choice of 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food (a 
mixed cereal )—all pre-cooked and ready to 
serve—all enriched with minerals and 
B vitamins —all have the creamy-smooth 
texture and delicate, bland flavors babies 
seem to prefer. By rotating all four, you 
provide mealtime interest ... prepare baby 
for new textures and tastes to come. 


she 
ae 
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Palatable P.S. When baby proceeds to 
strained foods, you'll find Gerber’s offer 
plenty of choices. Gerber’s number 34 true- 
color, true-flavor strained soups, fruits, veg- 
etables, meats and desserts. 


Pin-up pointer. A gay pot-holder attached 
to the wall above baby’s bathinette, makes 
an ideal pin-cushion for safety pins. 


Blanket rule. When buying crib blankets, 
it's a good idea to get two of the same color. 
As baby outgrows the small size, it’s a 
cinch to make a large blanket by stitching 
the two together. 


Good duet for an infant diet. Gerber’s 
Strained Orange Juice and Gerber's 
Strained Egg Yolks . . . two early menu 
musts. Gerber’s Orange Juice is made from 
tree-ripened oranges, selected for high Vita- 
min C content, mild, natural flavor. Care- 
fully pasteurized and finely strained to go 
through nursing bottle nipples. The egg 
yolks have a creamy-smooth consistency, 
and a delightful fresh-egg flavor. Labora- 
tory-tested for purity, they’re rich in 
protein, iron and Vitamin A. 
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HEALTH 





A patient is frequently puzzled as to how things he has handled all his life can suddenly become poisonous to him. 


Common Skin Diseases 


ADDITION to its purely medical 
aspects, a skin disease gives the 
ent serious social and economic 
His friends and associates 


nly express an unwillingness to be 


Dlems. 


ar him. His employer frequently sends 
home to recover because of the ob- 
tions his coworkers make. These fears 
1 prejudices are entirely unfounded 
ause approximately ninety-five per 
t of the common skin ailments are 
the least bit contagious. 
Undoubtedly, much of the popular 
titude of the public to skin ailments 
arisen because of the emphasis given 
the Bible to the skin sores of Lazarus, 
real nature of which medical his- 
ans have not been able to decide. 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


Also, there was a time when syphilis, 
a highly contagious disease, frequently 
manifested itself by repulsive large skin 
ulcers. 

This is no longer true. Rarely are 
syphilitic sores seen. Smallpox, a con- 
tagious disease with large pus-contain- 
ing lesions on the skin, has almost 
disappeared, although the association of 
any skin eruption with this and other 
catching diseases still remains. 

Of course, the skin of a person with a 
skin eruption is not a pretty thing. One 
may have an esthetic distaste for it in 
the same way as a distaste for an ugly 
nose or mouth or a body shape. But no 
one refuses to associate with a person 
because he is ugly. Neither should one 
refuse association with a person afflicted 


with a skin ailment simply because its 
appearance offends one’s esthetic sense. 

Moreover, the prejudice against a skin 
disease is illogical because it is ex- 
pressed only against those conditions on 
the hands and face which can be easily 
seen. There are many patients with 
extensive eruptions only on the body 
which are concealed by the clothing. If 
the patients in the waiting room of a 
dermatologist are closely scrutinized, not 
many can be suspected of having a skin 
ailment. Unfortunately, a patient with 
one of the few contagious skin diseases 
will be able to associate freely with 
others without suspicion if the parts af 
fected are concealed by clothing. 

A coworker with such an ailment can 
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contaminate articles worked with and 
transmit it to unsuspecting coworkers. 
On the other hand, a patient with a 
harmless eruption on the hands and face 
will arouse unjustified loud protests. 

Diseased skin has no element not 
found in normal skin. Both are made 
up of the same cells, the same tissues 
and the same fluids. The only difference 
between the two is that in the diseased 
skin there is a change in the arrange- 
ment and proportions of the cells, tis- 
sues, and fluids. 

This very fact precludes any justifica- 
tion for fears about skin diseases. If 
these alterations of the skin which char- 
acterize a disease are accompanied by 
the invasion of germs, then we may have 
reason for caution about contacts with 
the patient but only because of fear of 
transmission of the germs, not of any 
other element. 

To illustrate the harmlessness to others 
of most skin diseases, let us consider 
the nature of some of the commonest. 
At the same time we will point out some 
of the common conditions which have 
an element of contagion and the easy 
rules we can follow for protection. 

The ordinary acne vulgaris of ado- 
lescence, previously discussed in this 
column, is perhaps the commonest of all 
skin diseases. There are very few people 
who entirely escape this malady. The 
skin breaks out in red pimples, some of 
which contain pus. There are many 
blackheads which oftentimes become 
large black plugs in the skin. In addi- 
tion large tender cysts may appear. The 
eruption usually appears on the face, 
but it often involves the chest, shoulders 
and back. 

Acne is not an infection and there- 
fore one person can never catch it from 
another. While the disease is not com- 
pletely understood there is certainty 
about some of the factors concerned. 
Sex hormones, dietary indiscretions, and 
emotional stresses are some of the con- 
ditions responsible. The disease usually 
begins about puberty but it may be de- 
layed until adulthood. If treated proper- 
ly and the patient refrains from picking 
and squeezing, the skin may heal with- 
out blemishes. 

Closely related is another disease 
called rosacea which usually involves 
the central part of the face. The skin 
becomes bright red and there are 
pimples many of which are toppled with 
pus. A fre- (Continued on Page 78) 
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| HOME HINTS 








Electric Cooker 


— ELECTRICAL appliances for the home have become a most 
essential part of everyday living. Kitchen equipment now has nearly 
every feature that will help save time, energy and space. 

One of the most versatile and useful accessories which has become a must 
in a great number of homes is the electric roaster. It performs most of the 
important types of cooking and still keeps the kitchen or room clean and 
free from heat. 

These roasters can be used in any room in the house, on the porch or 
patio, and will help solve a lot of cooking problems all at once. One of the 
newest features of the Roaster Ovens, is a broiler grill which fits securely 
over the roaster top. It is easy to attach and will broil complete meals. 






































Electric oven has automatic timing, is 


priced to fit modest budgets. 





Vegetables and meat can be cooked at one 
time. Cooking pans are roomy. 








Roasters are portable, feature roomy cabi- 
nets for storing. 





















Can You Use 
$100 a Month 
Extra Money? 


New Plan Pays Fine Income During 


Evenings, Weekends, Lunchtime 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED—NO INVESTMENT 


Without leaving your home or by pleasant visiting with 
a few friends and neighbors you can easily make up to 
$100.00 in a month or even more. If you're a mother or 
housewife you can add this much to your family income 
during evenings and weekends. If you're a working girl, 
lunchtimes or after work can add greatly to your regu- 
lar income. You don’t need experience and you never 
invest a penny for samples or anything else. All you do 
is introduce one of America’s best known lines of 
lovely frocks direct from factory, and accept the 
orders from the many who will want them once they 
see the unusual styling, the selection of fabrics and 
sizes for everyone, the fine quality, and the amaz- 
ingly low prices. Everything guaranteed, or money 
back. It’s easy, it’s fun, and think of all the things 
you can do with the money you'll make! 


DRESSES LIKE THIS WITHOUT 1¢ COST! | 


In addition to the cash you'll make you'll get dress 
after dress for yourself, in your own size, to enjoy and 
to show as actual samples of Harford Frocks. You'll 
never pay a penny for them—yes, a complete wardrobe 
without 1c cost! Because you bring them such outstand- 
ing style, quality, and value, your friends will be happy 
to help you. It’s easy to prove all this to yourself, with- 
out putting up any money, ever. 





Above is only one 
of the dozens of 








Send Name for FREE 
Display of Styles 


Simply paste this coupon on a post- 
“4 and mail. That’s all! We'll send 


you ABSOLUTELY FREE our com- ! " i 
plete Display of Styles in full color, : ane: Dept. 1017 ’ 
with actual samples of fabrics, _and { Please rush FREE complete Display of Styles in full color with : 
complete easy-to-follow instructions. | sctual sample fabrics and money-making plan. I am not obil- } 
Dozens and dozens of styles, also 4 gated in any way. ; 
children’s wear, lingerie, sportswear, 1! H 
suits, and lots more. Don’t send a ! Your Name..............c:ccscccccccccccceccccceeessees ' 
penny. EVERYTHING IS FREE. : 1 
Rush coupon now. g AGOEOMD. .....0. cece seesesscrrccccesecnseeeseooescnenes ; 
| 
HARFORD FROCKS | EEE Ce eNO ELINA RG okies ncmaowees 
BO OO eT eee ' 


Dept. L-1117. Cincinnati 25. Ohio 
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PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear to you? 
Is someone dear to you Drinking too Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discour- 
aged? Would you like more Happiness, Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like them, dear friend, then here is wonderful 
NEWS—NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious 
NEW happiness and joy! Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW WAY 
may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this 
Message now and mail with your name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE STUDY FELLOWSHIP, 
Box 5201, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful FREE Message of PRAYER and 














CHRISTMAS CARDS 


last minute closeout. 24 beautiful 
French Fold Xmas Cards and Envelopes 
for $1.25 postpaid, with your name print- 












FAITH to you by AIR MAIL. 


m We start you in a Good Paying es SS a 


PAY US NOTHING -SE#D MAME 


ed FREE. Please print your name and A sending Big Case of Home Products 

mail in with your money order for only cS) Introduce these + products ant ‘ni 
2 y) ~ popular premium offers to your friends 

$1.25. We are rated with Dun & Brad- i ~ Pays Big ‘‘Year-Round” Profits. Rush 


street. Down-Town News Store, P. O. 
Box 536, Victoria, Texas. 


name for outfit. Hurry! 











\\Y BLAIR, Dept. 14MA, Lynchburg, Va. 
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I Was A 
Call Girl 
(Continued from Page 18) 


ways hovering around for handouts. She 
hates cops—says she was married to one 
once.’ 

[he buzzer sounded, releasing the lock 
and Kit and I climbed two flights of stairs 
and were met at the door by a tall, brown 
woman whose eyes were small and dark as 
jet. She was in her fifties, I guessed, and 
while her lips smiled, her eyes didn’t. She 
greeted Kit, laconically. 

‘Come in, Kit. And stop puffing. Stairs 
are good for the figure. Who’s this 
see 

New client,” Kit said, gasping for 
breath. “She doesn’t look like much until 
she’s undressed—then, powie! Works out 
of the modelling agency. Thought you 
could use her, maybe.” Kit drew in a deep, 
protesting breath. “Those fool stairs,” she 
gasped. “That’s keeping thin the hard way. 
I’ve gotta run, Lucy. That guy from Wis- 
consin, you know.” 

She turned and patted my arm. “You do 
as Lucy-tells you, Ducky. She’ll put you 
on easy street in nothing flat.” She blew 
Lucy a kiss, winked at me and was on her 
way 

Lucy Pritchard looked me over carefully 
while I looked at the small, plainly fur- 
nished room we were in. The only thing 
that could be faintly connected with an 
office was a spinet desk with a telephone 
on it. You could find that in any home. No, 
this certainly showed no indication of be- 
ing an escort agency. 

Kit had explained that away and I had 
learned that a lot of the things my mother 
had preached to me in Peoria, were either 
forgotten or ignored in Chicago. Here, 
everyone knew someone who knew some- 
me, whether they were buying merchan- 
dise or trying to fix a parking ticket. It 
was a different way of life—and hadn’t 
someone once said “When in Rome, do as 
the Romans do . . .?” Maybe Mom was a 
little old fashioned about lots of things. 

“How old are you?” Lucy’s dry, imper- 
sonal voice cut into my own confused 
thinking. 

Nineteen,” I said. 

Legal age,” she commented. “Your 
name again .. .?” 

“Cecelia Williams, but every one calls 
me Cici.” 

“Cici Williams,” she mused. “Nice name. 
You've got good teeth, your skin is perfect 
and I like that straight black hair parted 
in the middle. Makes you look innocent. 
Your eyes are nice, too. Like black velvet. 
Kit said you had a good figure. Take off 
that horrible suit and let’s see.” 

I felt as if I were on an auction block, 
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but being a model, I was getting used to 
having my figure discussed. So, I pulled 
off the suit and stood in my slip while she 
eyed me with squinted eyes. 

“H’mm,” she said, approvingly. “Nice 
posture. Well, Cici, you’ll do. There’s just 
one more thing—I expect you to use your 
head when you go out with clients. I want 
them to be pleased and it’s up to you how 
you accomplish that. You’re on your own 
and if you stub your toe, I don’t like weep- 
ing women. Is that clear?” 

I nodded. I thought I knew the score. I 
was sure I could handle drunken old men. 
I also knew that my mother would be hor- 
rified if she knew what I was planning to 
do—but Mom needn’t know. Not even 
Johnny would ever know because in three 
months—this would be done with. I had to 
make money fast—and I wasn’t commit- 
ting any crime, was I? I could take care 
of myself. 

“No clothes, I suppose,” Lucy broke in 
again. 

I shook my head and she nodded. “I'll 
send Ki: with you to buy some clothes to- 
morrow,” she said. “I’I] advance the money 
and you can pay it back on the installment 
plan, as you earn it. Now—give me your 
phone number and when Kit says you’re 
ready—you can expect me to call.” 


GHE WENT over and opened the door, 

said goodbye and I found myself going 
slowly back down the stairs. All the way 
home on the elevated, I battled my con- 
science. By the time I got home, it had 
almost won, but when I got to my fur- 
nished room in an apartment building, I 
found a letter from Johnny on the newel 
post. That letter was the finish of my un- 
easy conscience. He wrote: 


“Dear Cici: Three more months, and I'll 
be home and a free man. Now as the time 
grows near for us to meet again, I keep 
wondering whether you are really as beau- 
tiful as I remember you back in Peoria. 
There’s a nurse I met when I was in the 
hospital and if it hadn’t been for remem- 
bering you, something might have come of 
it. She’s a wonderful girl—but I kept on 
thinking of you. So when I come home, 
we'll see how we feel about each other. 
Maybe you won’t like me, Cici, but your 
letters have been wonderful so—I’m not 
asking anything of you, baby. 

“Maybe by this time, there’s another 
guy. Somehow, I keep hoping not, but a 
girl as pretty as you—or am I just dream- 
ing that your hair is like black silk and 
your eyes as soft and dark as velvet? Do 
you really close your eyes and crinkle up 
your nose when you laugh? I’m coming 
home, Cici. 

“As ever, 
“Johnny.” 


I drew in a deep breath. Johnny was 
being brutally honest. He was interested 
in this nurse—and it was up to me to make 
him forget her. I must be all he remem- 
bered—and more. I’d met Johnny only a 
few weeks before he went into service— 


and for almost two years, I'd been waiting 
for him to come back. 

We had no understanding, and this let- 
ter wasn’t even a promise. If he didn’t like 
me—he’d go back to the nurse. I crum- 
pled the letter in a clenched fist. When 
Johnny saw me again—that nurse would 
be forgotten. I would see to it personally. 

All during the next three months, | 
worked for Lucy Pritchard. She bought 
me, with Kit’s help, a fabulous wardrobe 
of clothes, including a sable wrap which 
was as soft and rippling as water. When [| 
protested that I could never pay her back, 
she said a good fur was always resalable, 
so I smothered my fears, and wore it, along 
with the shimmering gowns. 

I dined at the best places in Chicago— 
with fawning, tipsy men with wandering 
hands. I hated them, and sometimes felt 
as if a thousand baths would never scrub 
me clean. I hated them—and went on 
smiling at them, because they made pos- 
sible the clothes which were to win Johnny 
away from the nurse. 

And then one day in late February— 
Johnny came home! I met his train, wear- 
ing a periwinkle blue suit. It was decep- 
tively simple—and extravagantly expen- 
sive. Over it I wore the sable and a small 
hat which was cut to reveal the madonna 
part in my dark hair. I had never looked 
better and Johnny’s eyes confirmed it. He, 
too, was handsomer even than I remem- 
bered and I knew that if he didn’t love me 

there would never be any one else. 

My heart was pounding like Krupa’s 
drums when he caught both my hands in 
his and said, huskily, “It isn’t possible that 
you’re even lovelier than I remembered. 
Cici—you take my breath away.” 

I smiled straight into his eyes. “You're 
pretty, too, Johnny.” 

We had dinner together but his eyes 
clouded when I told him I had to work that 
night. I’d tried my best to get Lucy to let 
me off, but she remained adamant. I smiled 
at Johnny and said: “I’m sorry, Johnny. 
But how was I to know you wouldn’t take 
one look at me and go rushing back to the 
nurse? This date was made two weeks 
ago.” I thought of that loose-lipped man 
from Los Angeles, who would buy me an 
orchid, run his hands down my bare arms, 
say suggestive things—and leave a hun- 
dred dollar bill under my dinner plate. I 
looked up at Johnny, trim and clean cut, 
whose eyes were smiling into mine with a 
sort of dazed admiration. 

“Oh, take me, Johnny,” I prayed silently. 
“Take me away from all this. I’ve paid a 
horrible price to make you fall in love with 
me, don’t let it go for nothing. The day you 
ask me to marry you—I’ll leave Lucy flat, 
turn in the sable which is still unpaid for 
—and live in cotton and love it. Don’t be 
too long, Johnny.” 

Johnny said, with a puzzled frown: 
“Modelling must pay well. Those clothes 
look like a lot of money to me, Cici.” He 
lit a cigarette and added, slowly, “In one 
of your letters, you said things weren’t as 
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good in the modelling business as you’d 
heen led to believe.’ 

“One has to become 
known.” I said, avoiding his clear 
“They keep me pretty busy these days.” I 
crumbled roll on my plate and ached 
with the burden of lying to him. I couldn’t 
tell him how I’d come by the clothes. Not 
now—or ever. Instinctively, I knew Johnny 
would be horrified. But if I'd met him in 
the old blue serge—I’d have lost him, too, 
wouldn’t I? 

Instead. here were 
candles flickering on the table, and John- 
nv's eyes probing mine. Hang on, my girl, 
[told myself grimly. He’s worth anything 
you have to go through to win him. I lifted 


established and 
eyes. 


we having dinner, 


my eyes and smiled at him. 

He didn’t smile back. Instead, he looked 
puzzled. Finally he shook his head and 
said, “Cici, there’s something different 
about you than I remember. You’re more 
beautiful—but YOU are different.” 

My heart stuttered fearfully, but Td 
learned in a hard school, to hide my emo- 
“Tnats baa ...2° | 
“How am I 


tions- -good or bad. 
asked, holding onto my smile. 
different ?” 

“I don’t quite know. You’ve got sort of 
-almost like a ve- 
just a 
table 


a polish you didn’t have- 
neer. When you walk, you swagger, 
litle. When that man at the next 
stares at you—you flirt with your eyes— 
You have the look of a girl 
-and can hold 


ever so little. 
who has known many men- 
your own with them.” He blew out smoke 
in a cloud. 

I shivered suddenly. It was uncanny how 
he'd almost told me what I’d been doing 
these last months. Was it possible I wore 
a brand—like Hester in THE SCARLET 
LETTER .? Ah, but I hadn’t lost my 
head with any of the procession of men 
Lucy had sent me out with. Not once had 
one of them ever received anything other 
thn a smiling companion who 
nanaged to close the door on them at the 


always 


right moment. 

“I—I don’t think that was meant to be 
flattering, Johnny.” I told him. “Perhaps 
youre imagining things—” 

“I learned to be very observant in Ko- 

a,” he said. “Reading minds instead of 
listening to important. It 
might mean the difference between life and 
death. I have the strangest feeling that be- 
hind those incredibly long lashes, there’s 
fear lurking.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” I told him, my 
heart beginning to shrivel under his scal- 
pellike probing. “Maybe I’m afraid you 
won't like me, Johnny.” 

“Is—it important to you? There must be 
other men—” 

“Hundreds of them.” I laughed to cover 
my consternation. Did he expect me to lay 
my heart at his feet, while he made no 
effort to show me his own? A growing fear 
made me panicky. In spite of the clothes 
aid my effort to please him—he wasn’t 
sure he liked me after all. Had the un- 
known nurse changed him without ~ 
knowing it .? I tried to get back « 


lips became 


normal ground, using flippancy as a cloak 
for my fear. 

“Every morning,” I told him, still laugh- 
ing, “I have the janitor sweep out the men 
who have died of unrequited love the night 
before.” 

His frown deepened. “That’s what I 
mean,” he said, “You didn’t use to 
make snide remarks like that, Cici. You’ve 
Not quite hard—but 


slowly. 


grown sort of brittle. 
synthetic.” 

I stared at him, the fear a living, physi- 
cal thing. Then I said, thickly, “Maybe it’s 
YOU who’s changed, Johnny. You never 
used unkind things like that.” In 
spite of myself, tears swam in my eyes, 
blinding me. Instantly, his hand came out 
to cover mine on the table. 

“I'm sorry, Cici.” He spoke 
“Maybe I’ve been dealing with brutalities 
too long. Maybe I see things that aren’t 
there. Are you free tomorrow night? How 
about us dinner in a hamburger 
joint instead of a plush place like this? 
Maybe, if you wore that little blue suit and 
a beret—the when I went 
away—maybe we could find the real John- 
ny and Cici again. Is it a date, Cici . . .?” 

“Tt’s a date,” I told him. And it would 
be. No matter what said. tomorrow 
night I’d spend with Johnny. The old blue 
suit .? The despised blue 
Kit had dropped disdainfully into the in- 
Johnny, being a man, would 
blue suit which had 


say 


gently. 


having 


one you wore 


Lucy 


bag which 
cinerator? 


never guess my new 


been tailored especially for me. wasn’t the 
And I could pick up another 
beret tomorrow. Tomorrow! Tonight I had 
to keep the date with the salesman from 
New York. Lucy had refused to let me out 
of it and had reminded me I still owed her 
plenty for the sable wrap and I'd best not 
any But tomorrow 
would be mine and Johnny’s. 

Johnny took me home—if you could call 
my and at the door. 
smiled down at me, in almost the old way. 
I hoped desperately that he would kiss me, 


Same one. 


miss opportunities. 


one room a home, he 


but he didn’t. I watched him ge striding 
away, his shoulders flung back and his 
head erect. Oh, if I lost Johnny—I would 
want to die. I couldn’t lose him. Tomor- 


row, I would forget my veneer of flippancy 
and sophistication and be the same girl he 
hadn’t been able to forget. 


I kept the date with the salesman, and 
earned every cent of the hundred dollar 
bill he slipped under my dinner plate. He 


was old and lecherous. His hands on my 
bare arm made me shudder. When he fum- 
bled with the satin strap of my yellow eve- 
ning gown—lI wanted to hit him right be- 
his his 
suggestive remarks, and saw that his glass 
was refilled as soon as it was empty. 
And at long last, he had to be sent home 
in a cab—and I took another one back to 
my little room. I we sick at 
heart. I was through with easy money. To- 
morrow, I’d turn my sable coat back to 
Lucy for a resale. She should be able to 


tween leering eyes. I ignored 





sell it for more than I owed her. The 
slinky, revealing evening gowns—who 
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cared what became of them? The only 
thing I would keep would be the blue 
sult. . 

Having no modelling appointment the 
next day, I slept late and when Johnny 
came, I was rested. I’d raced out and 
bought the little beret which was almost 
identical with the one I’d worn when he 
left. I wore low-heeled walking shoes, 
played down the make-up and wore no 
jewelry. I looked like any of a hundred 
Chicago business girls on the way home 
from work, as I walked beside Johnny to- 
ward the nearest hamburger heaven. 

My reward was the sparkle in Johnny’s 
eyes as he looked down at me. That sparkle 
was like a pilot light, ready at any moment 
to ignite a larger flame. My heart soared. 
\ly fine feathers hadn’t intrigued him at 
all—but tonight. I was sure of him. A 
fleeting thought went through my mind 
and was gone. The nurse had probably 
never worn any clothes other than a stiff 
white cotton uniform—and she’d almost 
taken him away from me! 


[7 WAS A wonderful, joyous evening. 
Instead of fighting off amorous, tres- 
passing hands, I walked beside Johnny, 
arm in arm. Instead of being constantly 
alert against danger, I was at ease, know- 
ing I had nothing to fear from Johnny. It 
had been a long time since I could laugh 
spontaneously but I was laughing then. 

“This is more like it. Cici,” he told me, 
wandered down Sheridan road in a 
brisk, damp February wind. - Here and 
there, little patches of snow lay on the 
crass like a lady’s discarded glove. It was 
a gray night—but to me the whole world 
was colored with rose, like the afterglow 
ot a sunset. 

And Johnny told me very little of the 
last two years, but grew expansive about 
the future. “I’m going back to Peoria,” he 
said. “I can finish my accounting course I 
started in college on my GI bill. Ill study 
at nights, work in the daytime and one of 
He paused and smiled 


as we 


these days...” 
down at me. 
I hung on his next words which were 
coming. “And then, Johnny? And 
spi 


slow 
then 

“Think you could ever live in Peoria and 
like it, Cici?” he asked. 

My heart went soaring. “I’d love it, 
Johnny,” I told him, and the sincerity in 
my voice brought an answering glow in his 
eves. 

“You wouldn’t miss the fine feath- 
ers ...? I wouldn’t be able to buy fur 
coats for a long time, Cici. Maybe never. 
You're sure you wouldn’t grow discon- 
tented on budgets and cloth coats and 
hamburgers . . .?” His eyes were probing 
mine like X-rays. 

[ drew in a deep, quivering breath. “Are 
you asking me to marry you. Johnny?” I 
asked breathlessly. “Oh, Johnny—” 

“And if I am?” 

I let my breath out slowly. “Then,” I 
told him, honestly, “I wouldn’t miss any- 
thing. With your arms around me, I’d 
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never be cold. With you to share the ham- 
burgers. I’d never be hungry. With you to 
help me make a budget—I‘d be the richest 
girl in the world.” 

I lifted my face to his, and tears choked 
me. “Oh. Johnny—I’ve loved you for so 
long. If you’re trying to say that you love 
me, too—say it. darling. Take me in your 
arms ... and never let me go.” 

He pulled me into the shadow of a build- 
ing, and his arms went around me like a 
fortress. His lips clung to mine like pol- 
len. Then he gently released me. and 
wiped away my tears with his bare hands. 

“I was pretty nasty to you yesterday. 
Cici dear,” he said. ruefully. “You scared 
me with your fine clothes and smart patter. 
You were so beautiful but sort of cold, like 
a polished jewel. I wanted my old warm 
Cici back—and when I saw tears in your 
eyes which I had put there-—I knew, some- 
how, that I’d find you again. And I have. 
I love you, Cici. I love you so much to- 
night that it hurts. How soon can we be 
married, my sweet? Already, we’ve lost so 
much time.” 

“Would tomorrow be too soon?” I asked, 
and there was no flippancy in my voice. I'd 
have married him right that minute if it 
had been possible. 

His laughter rang out like a fanfare of 
bugles. “I’m afraid the law will insist that 
we wait three days.” he said. “Then—first 
a wedding—and then Peoria. Darling, did 
I tell you I love you . . .?” 

Hand in hand. we found our way back to 
my boarding house. Hand in hand, our 
heads reeling with happiness, we came into 
the hall, our laughter transforming the 
musty rooms. Johnny flung both arms 
around me and our lips met in a last kiss. 

Into our heaven, my landlady’s thin, im- 
personal voice intruded like a vicious jab 
in the ribs. “There’s a man waiting in your 
room, Miss Williams. He says he’s your 
father. Looks like money to me. I guess 
maybe he sends you the money for all them 
fine duds you wear. huh? Well, I’m glad it 
really was your father. I’ve had my doubts. 
I try to run a respectable house here, but 
you never know—” 

Father here . . .? Well, a miracle could 
happen. I ignored the landlady’s veiled 
insinuations and turned to Johnny. “I'll see 
you tomorrow, darling—” 

Johnny broke in. “I’m going to see your 
dad. too,” he said, firmly. “Maybe we can 
make him stay for the wedding. Come on. 
Cici.” He caught my arm and raced me up 
the stairs. I flung open the door—and 
then stood rooted, horror turning every 
nerve in my body to ice. 

The man who got up off my bed wasn’t 
my father. He was the salesman from New 
York, the one I’d last seen being bundled 
into a cab at two o’clock this morning. The 
man who had given me a hundred dollars, 
who’d made indecent proposals which I’d 
pretended not to understand—and whom 
I'd tricked into drinking too much—and 
then escaped. How he’d gotten my ad- 
dress, I couldn’t imagine, but he was here 


and by the look in his filmy eyes—I kney 
I was doomed. 

“Hi, Sweetie,” he greeted me, familiarly 
“You gave me a runaround last night, by 
Willard Bensen always gets his dame, | 
never spend my money without getting val. 
ue received.” He glanced at Johnny. anj 
said, “Sorry, buddy. Hate to disappoint 
you, but you can have her tomorrow night, 
Tonight—she’s mine.” 

Wave after wave of nausea swept over 
me. My house which Id built so carefully 
on sand, was being washed away on a rip. 
tide. I lifted weighted eyes to Johnny; 
face which was white as paper. His eyes 
were fixed on me with dazed unbelief. 

“Cici. what is all this?” he asked, his 
voice cracking. “Who is this man—” 

“T told you who I am,” Willard Bensen 
blustered. “I’m here to collect a debt she 
welched on last night—” 

“Get out of here.” Johnny turned on him 
furiously. “I don’t know what your game 
is, but whatever it is—it won’t work. This 
girl is my fiancee—” 

Bensen’s laughter was raucous. “Why 
marry her, buddy?” he roared, insolently, 
“One of Lucy Pritchard’s call girls doesn‘ 
expect you to marry her—” 

Johnny’s fist cut the. words short. and 
Bensen reeled under the blow. As he wiped 
blood from his lips, Johnny began pushing 
him toward the door forcefully. 

“Get out of here before I call the po 
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lice.” he said, his tone a whiplash. “Cet 
OUT!” 

“Okay.” Bensen ambled toward the door 
cautiously, one eye on Johnny. “But [i 
think twice before I called the _ police, 
young fellow. If you’re so hepped on pro- 
tecting this dame—she mightn’t like t 
have the police here asking questions. You 
needn’t believe me but why don’t you ask 
her a few questions yourself before you get 
hooked into a marriage? 

“Ask her about Lucy Pritchard, who ran 
a house of prostitution in New York unti 
she was run out. Ask her if she wasn! 
with me last night until I passed out—from 
the drinks she pushed on me. Ask her if! 
didn’t give her a hundred dollar bill—ani 
ask her—” 

Johnny started toward him. and le 
ducked out of the door. I could hear his 
heavy steps rushing down the stairs and it 
sounded like clods falling on a coffin. | 
couldn’t speak for the invisible hand that 
seemed to be tightening around my throat. 
What was there to say? 

I knew by the way Johnny stood staring 
at me that he was waiting for an explans 
tion—and there wasn’t any. I'd played the 
game and I had the name—and no matter 
whether I had held onto my virtue as such 





—no one in the whole world would believ 
it. So—what was there to say? It wa 
over. 

Johnny said, pleadingly, “Cici, he wé 
lying, wasn’t he? You are not a call gitk 
are you? I’ve got to know why he reall! 
came here. And Cici—if you say he wé 
lying, I'll believe YOU.” Suddenly hi 


voice broke. “I’ve got to believe in you b 
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cause I love you. Do you realize what lov- 
ing any one means, darling? You have to 
believe them against the whole world 
against your own better judgment. That’s 
how I love you, Cici, so tell me he lied 
and—” 

“Stop it.” I screamed. 
keep on saying you believe in me. You see, 
[ love you. and I never knew how 
much until you held me in your arms to- 
night. Now I know that I love you so much 
[can't lie to you any more. He wasn't 
lying, Johnny. ” IT dropped down on the bed 
and sat staring at a big faded cabbage rose 
in the carpet. 

When you’ve lost everything, there’s a 
certain relief in piling more misery on 
your own head. That’s what I did. I told 
Johnny the whole sordid story and spared 
myself nothing. I wound up by saying: 
“There you have it, Johnny. I knew every 
minute of the last three months that I was 
playing with fire. Well, I got burned. I 
thought I was smart to cheat men, to take 
their money and give them nothing in re- 
I know now, I cheated only myself. 


“Johnny, don’t 


too, 


turn. 
I've lost you—the prize for which I gam- 
bled.” 


I stood up and added with the weariness 


born of despair; “Goodbye, Johnny dar- 
ling. Forget me and go back to your 


nurse. She’s worth a thousand of me!” 

| watched as he turned slowly toward 
the door. his shoulders sagging and his 
fine head bowed. 
any emotion. I was incapable of being 
hurt any more. When the door closed, I 
sat there. like a staring 
at nothing. When the door opened again, I 
lifted dull eyes to see Kit standing in the 
her flam- 


grotesque. 


I was too beaten to feel 


wooden dummy. 


door, swaying on her high heels, 
boyant outfit suddenly looking 
She was a call girl—that’s what old Ben- 
sen had called us, wasn’t it? 

“What on earth did you do to that sales- 


man from New York, Ducky?” she burst 


out. “He stormed in to Lucy’s—I was 
there giving her her percentage of last 
night’s take—and brother, was he mad. 


He made her give him your address. 

“He threatened to tell the police about 
her. I raced over 
look out for him. 
you. too. She 


here to 
Ducky. 
if you 
out with anything, you had no business be- 


warn you to 
Lucy’s off of 
werent 


said giving 


ing in this racket. Cici, if he comes 
here—” 

“He’s been here.” I broke in. “And 
now you've been here, too, so why don’t 


you go?) Oh-—-and take that mink coat 
and those slinky dresses back to Lucy 
and cram them down her throat.” I got 
up, opened the closet and flung the gowns 
out into the middle of the floor. They lay 
there looking like an omelette made from 
a rainbow. 

I tossed the coat on top of them, and it 
lay against their pastel beauty like a dark 
tain, I tore open my purse, pulled out 
the crisp hundred dollar bill, and tossed 
it on top of the coat. It curled and 


lithered into a fold of the coat like a green 
snake, 


I stormed. “And 
I must’ve 
Kit 


gave me a 


“Take them with you.” 
get out before I throw you out.” 
looked as I felt, 
gathered the things up hastily. 
scared look, and the door closed behind 


insane as because 


her. It was then the tears came. Scald- 
ing, burning like acid down my cheeks. 


I flung myself on my bed and gave my- 


self up to a despair as bleak as death. 


DIDN’T HEAR the door open and close, 
but it must’ve because suddenly Johnny 
was there, cradling me in his arms and 
crooning little broken phrases of distress. 
I thought I was having hallucinations until 
His kiss like 
It stopped the ter- 
and my tears turned 
like 


said, 


his lips found mine. was 
rain on parched land. 
rible sobs like magic 
to healing balm. I clung to Johnny. 
a drowning person and then he 
gently: 

“T couldn’t give you up. I tried 
away—but it Then 
somehow I knew that I'd been lying when 
I told you I'd believe you if you said it 
was all a lie. I believed 
you, Cici, but I’d have pretended to, be- 
cause that was easier than letting you go. 
And then I knew that I loved you enough 
to forgive you. 

“After all. 
wouldn’t have 
clothes. And if 
nurse—Cici, there 
was just trying to make you think if you 


Cici. 


to go was no good. 


wouldn’t have 


hadn’t been for me, 
money for 


you 
wanted « the 

I hadn’t told you about a 
nurse. [| 


easy 


wasn’t any 


didn’t want me. someone else did. Oh, 
Cici—couldn’t we forget this _ horrible 
nightmare and go on with the wedding? 
Cici 


My lips were against his and my arms 
tight around him. I knew. 
how a man must feel when he’s reprieved 


at that moment. 


chair. 

I whispered. “take 
I don’t want anything as 
His 
arms held me like a cradle as he whispered 
tenderly: 

“Sure, 


from the electric 
“Oh, Johnny.” 

back to Peoria. 

if only I can have you.” 


me 
long as I live. 
Cici. We don’t belong 


go. It’s like travelling on a speedway 
and we’re in no hurry to get anywhere. We 


in Chica- 


have our whole lives ahead of us.” 
Outside the wind was making little 
whimpering noises like a lost puppy. and 


rain splashed like tears on the window, 
but Johnny and I were wrapped in a cloud 

Old Lucy. Kit, and 
had the night- 
mare and now I was awake and Johnny’s 


THE END 


of roses and sunlight. 


the salesman—they been 


arms were reality. 





PROFESSIONAL 
VIRGIN 


In the February 


TAN 

















Get tuto Good Paying 
AUTO BODY2+/ FENDER WORK 


Big demand in Auto Body and Fender 
work. Start training now spare time 
work. Practical 
shop experience included. U.E.I. 
aining covers metal work, weld- 
ing, outing. etc. Placement service 
—or we will show you how to start 
mer own shop. Behind U. E, I. 
RAININ Gis alarge national or- 
ation founded 1927. Write to- 

for FREE a facts — —no obligation. 


Auto-Crafts Div., UTILITIES ENGINEERING | INSTITUTE 


at home for good 


AIL NOW 
FOR FACTS 





2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept. XCH-4 Chicago 14, Ili. 
| 0-K-! Rush Full Facts. l 
| ee ca eeeen a stteeeees ABCr seers | 
AGGTOBB.. ccc cccccccececseseseeeesessesesese ] 
GE ccc ceccesscceeeseses Zone State....... 
BL Check — pnd information if if you are wi pons OM 17. I 


Descgu SMART 


,\LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 







may lead to thrilling career—even 
a shop of your own some day. Basic 
learn-by-doing’’ course under 


guidance of qualified teachers pro 

vides excellent starting point for a 

career. Send for free booklet, *Ad- 

— Ventures it in 1_Dress_D Des esign.”’ 
"NATIONAL ‘SCHOOL OF oD DRESS ‘DESI GN 

835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3231 Chicago 14, it. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, ‘‘Ad- 

ventures in Dress Design,”’ and full particulars. 

Name .. 

Address 





GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR 





EVER Why take chances 
against other women wh 
may be using mysterious 


charms? This is your chance 

to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—-an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save C.0.D. and post 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your money back 
promptly and no questions asked Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-F , New York 16 


Men and Women Trained at Home 
For Prosperous Business In 


UPHOLSTERING 


Tools, Supplies, everything necessary to get started, 
. Illustrated training shows how—progress rapidly 
No previous experience necessary. Make over old fur- 
niture, sell for many times cost to you. Establish full 
or part time money making business Free booklet 
explains plan. Send name, address to 
COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 
1400 Greenleaf, Dept. U75-1 Chicago 26, Hil. 


















DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
k the Drinking Cycle 
UIC . INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use AL CORE M, the amz zing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
YT ward ALL intoxic ating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
taken in SECRET. A few drops of 


from liquor. May be 
this homie oi COREM eliminates desire for more 


ANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is yor by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
pn Cn age One happy ALCOREM user _ writes: 

‘PLEASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALC ‘OREM AT ONCE oad A FRIEND WHO IS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDE REUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send .. . 

21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 

Special Formula capsules to pep per nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGH HART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY K. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight if, = plain wrapper. 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


53 


alcohol. 





Mother-in- 

Law 

Trouble 
(Continued from Page 11) 





titles of address—“Mother” and “Dad”— 
almost always go hand in hand with har- 


monious in-law relationship; whereas 
“Mr.” and “Mrs.” were an_ indication 
that the relationship was not what it 


might be. 

Irying to be sensible about it, I re- 
minded myself that it was silly to create 
a problem where perhaps none existed, 
and certainly it was unfair to judge my 
mother-in-law on nothing more substan- 
tial than my own fears. 

So far, my marriage had been heavenly. 
I had met Sid when he came to New York 
on a business trip and after a whirlwind 
courtship he proposed and took me home 
with him. I don’t know what it was that 
made me dread meeting my mother-in-law. 
Sid had told me he came from a long line 
of Baltimoreans who were prominent in 
the professions and I knew from the weekly 
newspapers that his mother was one of the 
social leaders. 

All this gave me a sort of an inferiority 
complex because my family was quite or- 
dinary. When we drove up to the big house 
in one of the better residential sections 
of the city, I felt even more nervous. 

Mrs. Wethers turned out to be most 
charming and very friendly considering 
that her only son had brought home a 
new bride, someone she was seeing for the 
first time. She was a stately woman, well- 
groomed and obviously intensely proud of 
her background. 

As we sat in the huge parlor, with sev- 
eral generations of the Wethers family 
staring down from pictures on the walls, 
\irs. Wethers turned her cool gaze on me 
and asked, “So your maiden name was 
Turner, my dear? It seems to me there 
were some Turners in Richmond—in real 
estate, I believe. Are you related to 
them?” 

I gulped and shook my head. My moth- 
er-in-law smiled thinly. “Then in Charles- 
ton there was a family of doctors named 
Turner, who—” 

“T guess my family has no claim to 
fame,” I said, miserable and yet some- 
what defiant. “They’re just—ordinary peo- 
ple.” 

“They’re something special. if you ask 
me,” Sid said warmly, sitting on the arm of 
my chair and slipping an arm around my 
shoulder. “They’re responsible for you!” 

I felt so grateful for the sweet way he 
came to my rescue I wanted to plant a kiss 
on the smooth, strong line of his jaw. But 
[ smothered the impulse; Mrs. Wethers 
might disapprove of open display of affec- 


tion. 


o4 


She knitted her brows and said, “Please, 
Sidney! Mind the furniture.” A tolerant 
smile relaxed her stern features. “Some- 
times I think you'll never grow up—and 
yet, here you are a married man.” 

She stood up as if ending an interview. 
“Welcome, my dear,” she said to me. “I 
sincerely hope you'll be happy as a 
Wethers.” 

Sid nudged me and I went over to her 
and touched my lips to her cheek. “Thank 
you—Mrs. Wethers,” I murmured, won- 
dering why it was impossible for me to 
say “mother.” 

Dinner that night was a rather stiff, 
formal affair, with Mrs. Wethers remind- 
ing Sid to take care of various business 
matters while she was to be away. She had 
made her plans to visit in the country be- 
foré we arrived and I got the impression 
that once having made up her mind or 
setting a course of action for herself, wild 
horses couldn’t have changed her mind. 

The unexpected arrival of a new daugh- 
ter-in-law didn’t throw her off stride in 
the least, and she was very methodical in 
giving me a list of things to be done around 
the house. 


S SHE SHOWED me through the ram- 

bling two-story structure I noticed one 
bedroom that had been closed off. Mrs. 
Wethers noticed my quizzical glance. “That 
was Martha’s room,” she explained, her 
voice tinged with bitterness. 

Sid had already told me that his sister, 
two years older than he, had married and 
after living at home for a short period 
had moved away. From his tone, I gath- 
ered there had been some unpleasantness 
so I hadn’t pressed him for details. 

But now his mother, her face rigidly set, 
unlocked the door and revealed a spacious 
bedroom, beautifully furnished and ready 
for occupancy. I thought at first that this 
was where Sid and I were to stay, but Mrs. 
Wethers said grimly, “I’m keeping it ready 
for Martha and her husband. They’ll soon 
discover there’s no place like home!” 

“Maybe they prefer starting a home of 
their own,” I ventured. 

“Nonsense! This is their home, just as 
it was mine and my father’s before me.” 
She shut and locked the door. “At least 
Sidney had the good sense to bring you 
home.” 

She sounded awfully possessive to me, 
but I said nothing. It wouldn’t do to an- 
tagonize her. Anyway, as soon as she left, 
Sid and I would have the whole house to 
ourselves. And I blushed at the fierce de- 
sire that flared through me at the thought 
of being all alone with my husband, with 
no one to intrude on our privacy. 

Now, after three ecstatic weeks of care- 
free existence—ignoring all routine and 
making love whenever the mood struck 
us—Mrs. Wethers was returning to take 
over the running of her household. Of 
that, I had no doubt at all. She was defi- 
nitely not the type to sit by and let some- 
one else take over. 

It was my determination to be intelligent 


and adult about the trouble I feared would 
develop when Mrs. Wethers returned tha 
sent me searching for an answer to my 
dilemma. In the newly-built local library 
I came across an article which quoted , 
survey of married couples made at Cornel] 
University. 

It showed that one couple out of three 
have “in-law” trouble. Three-fourths of 
this number get along “fairly well” eithe 
by maintaining a kind of armed truce, oy 
by “walking on eggs” when the going gets 
tough. The others either fall into an end. 
less “cold war” or open hostilities. 

This study, and others conducted at ya. 
rious times, show that women are more 
prone to in-law trouble than are men. 4 
leading domestic-relations clinic found 
that “the real difficulty often lies in the 
daughter-in-law, who is so childishly pos 
sessive and hostile that she will have 
trouble even with a perfect mother-in-law,” 
On the other hand, researchers learned that 
although traditionally it is the wife’ 
mother who has the reputation of being 
the Liggest trouble maker, in many cases 
it is the husband’s mother who is to blame. 
A mother is more likely to be overly pos 
sessive of a son than a daughter, they dis 
covered. 

Learning all this, I was more resolute 
than ever that I would not be the cause of 
any strife in my new home. So when Mrs, 
Wethers returned, I greeted her with a 
friendly hug, welcoming her back. She re. 
ceived my greeting passively, turning her 
searching glance this way and that around 
the living room. I could see her mentally 
running a finger over the furniture, as if 
looking for dust. 

“We're glad to have you back—Mother,” 
I said. “How was your visit?” I was taking 
the advice of the director of the American 
Institute of Family Relations. After a sur 
vey of 1,600 married couples throughout 
the U. S. he said: “I think young peopk 
will help improve the situation if they take 
the plunge from the very beginning, us 
the terms ‘Mother’ and ‘Father,’ and le 
their actions conform.” 

But she was too busy sniffing. her nos 
turned in the direction of the kitchen, to 
notice my use of the term of endearment. 
“Ts that something burning?” she’ asked 
sharply, barging ahead. Billows of black 
smoke engulfed her as she pushed ope 
the kitchen door. “Oh, my goodness!” she 
cried, “My new curtains—they’ll b 
ruined!” 

Not a word about the roast I’d prepared 
for her homecoming, even though it wa 
burned to a crisp. All she said was, “You 
shouldn’t have gone to that trouble, Lens. 
I took the early train just so I could ge 
here in time to fix Sidney’s dinner. You 
can set the table while I cook these chop 
I brought along with me.” 

Meekly, I did as she ordered, feelint 
every bit like a little girl who has heet 
caught smearing her mother’s lipstick ® 
the best linen. I tried to tell myself thi 
things would be different as soon as I 
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But as time went on I found myself being 
ysed as nothing more or less than a servant. 
Not only must I obey my mother-in-law’s 
bidding but my every thought and action 
had to be Sid’s comfort and 
convenience. 

True. I loved my husband devotedly, but 
as a person who had once earned her own 
living—and a pretty good one, at that—I 
found it galling to have no outlet for my 
abilities other than waiting on Sid hand 
and foot. And he just sat back and ac- 
cepted it. even though he had pitched in 
and helped me with my chores, and loved 
it, during the time his mother had been 


devoted to 


away. 

| suppose every bride dreams of some 
day having home—a kitchen in which 
she can reign supreme, 
can decorate to suit her fancy and furni- 


rooms which she 


ture she can move around to her heart’s 
content. With every day that passed I saw 
that dream fading out of my reach. 

Mrs. Wethers would not permit me in 
her kitchen except to do the chores of a 


scullery maid; the house was already fur- 


nished, in good taste, of course, but cer- 
tainly not in a style I would have chosen. 
But if I was chafing at my role, Sid was 


basking in the attentions two women were 
showering on lavishly. He 
this clear when I casually brought up the 
subject of finding a place of our own. Sid 
merely grunted and buried his head deeper 
I went over and held 


him so made 


in the evening paper. 
my hands in front of his eyes. 


He chuckled. “All right. darling, Tl 
listen. Now what’s on your mind?” 
I rubbed his cheek affectionately. “Sid, 


I'd like for us to get a place of our own,” 
I said. 

“And leave here?” he 
lously. “Mother would never 
“Darling. it different if 
I plunged ahead stubbornly. 
She’s got her 
and 


asked incredu- 
forgive us.” 
would be she 
needed us.” 
“But she’s living a full life. 
clubs and other activities, 
her house—” 

“Our house,” he corrected. 

“Not mine!” I snapped. 
than a guest here. Oh, 
I want us to start now, 
and build a home of our own.” 

“You sound exactly like Martha.” he 
said accusingly. “Mother’s never 
her for walking out like that.” 

“Lhave a healthy respect for your sister 
if she managed to break away from—” I 
bit my tongue, afraid I might say 
thing I’d later regret. 

Seeing how upset I was. Sid hastened to 
placate me. “Don’t get me wrong, 
he soothed. “I’d like nothing better than 
to have our own place, only—well. it takes 
a lot of money. Even if we just rented a 
place we'd have to buy furniture and all 
that.” 

“Exactly how much would we need?” I 
asked quickly, taking advantage of the 
opening he’d given me. 

Instantly, he went on the defensive. “I 
don’t know, Lena.” he said cautious ly. 
“We'll find out when the time is right.” 


she’s got 


“[’m no more 


don’t you see, Sid? 


while we’re young, 


forgiven 


some- 


honey.” 
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He went back to his paper. After a mo- 
ment, he looked up and said with grim 
finality, “I know what you’re thinking, but 
I want to remind you that I’ve got other 
things to do with my money besides trying 
to set up a house when we've got a per- 
fectly good one here.” 

I set my lips in a grim line and walked 
away. Our squabbles over money had been 
more and more frequent and I wanted to 
avoid another. I had learned from my 
delving into this mother-in-law business 
that the No. One subject of arguments be- 
tween young couples was—money. And 
running it close second, according to a 
study of 364 young married couples con- 
ducted at Cornell University, were disagree- 
ments involving “his” or “her” mother. 
Such spats, they found, contributed more 
toward family discord than either jealousy 
or Sex. 


‘O STARTING the next day, I quietly 
began my search. Not only was I look- 
ing for a house or apartment where we 
could be free from Mrs. Wethers’ domi- 
neering personality, but I also was hunt- 
ing a job to help Sid with expenses. 

[ suppose that I should have taken my 
husband into my confidence, perhaps my 
mother-in-law, too. I’d always operated on 
the theory that adults can intelligently dis- 
cuss almost any problem and if there’s a 
spirit of give and take on all sides, a solu- 
tion can be reached. 

But after several months of living in the 
same house with her, seeing her every day, 
I was no closer to my husband’s mother 
than when we first met. Yet, I had the 
feeling that I could get to know and to like 
her if I weren’t around her 24 hours a day. 

Does that make sense? It did to me 
right then, and I made up all sorts of ex- 
cuses to account for the time I spent away 
from the house. As for Sid—well, I saw 
that he was so dead set against making 
any move I| didn’t dare bring up the mat- 
ter again until I had actually accomplished 
my goal—found an apartment or a job. 
Once I'd done that, I was sure I could bring 
him around to my point of view. 

| grew more desperate with each pass- 
ing day. Mrs. Wethers and I never had 
any open clashes but there were constant 
situations arising where she offhandedly 
dismissed my suggestions and opinions as 
if | were a little child. She had to have 
her way; that way the way things had been 
and would always be. I gave in each time, 
but I paid a terrible price for my silent 
acquiescence to her demands. 

By nightfall, when Sid came home I’d 
be reduced to a nervous wreck. I’d be too 
tense to respond to his lovemaking and 
this, coupled with the secrecy of my apart- 
ment hunting, put our marriage under a 
severe strain. There were times when I 
would have welcomed a good old-fashioned 
blow-up; at least it would have released 
some of the pressure. 

rhings moved toward a head the day I 
got a phone call from one of the places I’d 

pplied for a job. As usual, my mother-in- 
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law answered the phone. This habit of hers 
was another source of irritation. True, no 
one ever phoned me, but Mrs. Wethers 
acted as though she were afraid for me to 
touch the instrument. 

“It’s for ‘you, Lena—a man calling,” she 
called, surprise and suspicion mingled in 
her voice. 

I went to the phone and waited until she 
was out of earshot before speaking. It was 
the personnel manager of one of the down- 
town department stores. I had originally 
applied for a job as stenographer, but a 
few experiences in Baltimore made it clear 
that it was nothing like New York. 

Some of the stores wouldn’t serve me, let 
alone hire me as an office worker. So when 
he offered me a job as stock girl I couldn’t 
say “yes” fast enough. That’s how des- 
perate I was. He told me to report for 
work the next morning and I could scarce- 
ly keep the good news to myself as I hung 
up and rejoined Mrs. Wethers in the sun 
parlor. 

She glanced at me curiously as I sat 
down and took up my sewing where I’d 
left it. I could tell that she was burning 
to know what the phone call was about, 
but at the same time her stiff pride wouldn’t 
let her be the first to mention it. 

I pretended not to notice and after a 
while I said casually, “I think [ll devote 
some time to that nursery school you men- 
tioned—” I swallowed hard. “Mother. I 
might as well put my time to good use. You 
run the house so efficiently, planning the 
meals and everything, there’s not much left 
for me to do.” 

If she noticed it was the first time I’d 
called her “mother,” she gave no sign. But 
she nodded approvingly. “It’s about time 
you started something like that,” she said. 
“The Wethers women have always been 
known for their charitable work.” 

I knew it was wrong to give the impres- 
sion that I was on my way to do volunteer 
work at the school when in reality I was 
on my way to my first day at work. But I 
convinced myself it was excusable. It felt 
good to be back in harness. earning money 
of my own again, and despite my weariness 
after putting in eight hours, I pitched in 
and helped Mother Wethers with a cheeri- 
ness that drew pleased comments from her. 

Luck was with me because the day after 
the job came through a letter came from 
the real estate agent saying he had found 
an apartment I might like. However, the 
way it happened was unfortunate and only 
served to arouse ugly suspicions in my hus- 
band’s mind. 

The custom was for Mother Wethers to 
place the day’s mail on the big mahogany 
sideboard in the dining room. We had just 
sat down to dinner that night when she 
said, “There’s a letter there for you, Lena.” 

“Thanks.” I said, jumping up to get it. 
One glance showed it was from the agent, 
so I stuffed it unopened into a pocket be- 
fore I sat down. 

“From home?” Sid asked. 

I shook my head and concentrated my 


gaze on my plate. “Well?” he persisted, 
awaiting some explanation. 

“Tt’s nothing important, Sid,” I told him, 

He shrugged his shoulders, but his 
mother didn’t let it end there. “Lena’s jug 
full of secrets these days,” she observed 
coyly. “Mysterious phone calls—trips inty 
the city.” 

I could feel Sid’s eyes boring into me 
but I said nothing. If only I could onj 
keep my secret until I was ready to le 
them in on it! But once the seed of sys. 
picion had been planted, it grew in Sid; 
mind. He was strangely silent for the ney 
few days and when he did speak, it was ip 
sharp. suspicious tones. My failure to re 
spond wholeheartedly to his advances as 
we lay in bed made things even worse, 

I picked up the key to the apartment 
from the agent, intending to go by as soon 
as possible to look it over. He warned me 
that it was small, but since it was fur. 
nished I felt it would be more suitable 
than a larger place we'd have to furnish 
ourselves. 

It was on Monday of my second week at 
the store that the roof caved in and all my 
dreams were buried beneath the rubble, 
My job was to keep the shoe stock in order 
and performing other rather menial tasks 
in the shoe department. Right after lunch 
I was lugging a stack of boxes across the 
showroom when I tripped and fell up 
against two customers who had just come 
in. One of the women was Sid’s mother! 
Hastily, I begged their pardon, scooped up 
the scattered boxes and fled into the stock 
room, 

I collapsed onto a stool and fumbled for 
a cigarette to steady myself. A short time 
later I felt better, but I knew I would never 
forget the icy look of contempt and fur 
Mrs. Wethers shot at me after recognition 
had replaced shock. 

When I got home that night she was no- 
where in sight. which was indeed a break. 
I needed time to think, time to get my ex 
planation straight. I also made up m 
mind that now if ever was the time to take 
Sid into my confidence. But it was too late. 

He was waiting for me, standing in the 
center of the living room, stiff and grim 
faced. When he didn’t answer my “Hello. 
darling,” I knew immediately that some 
thing was wrong. The key he held in his 
hand was the answer. 

“You left this on the vanity,” he said, 
holding it out to me. 

“Thanks,” I said, reaching for it. But 
his fingers closed around it and his eyes 
narrowed ominously. 

“Something funny’s going on around 
here,” he roared, “and by George I’m going 
to get to the bottom of it!” 

“Please, Sid,” I begged, “I’ve had a hard 
day. I'll explain—but not right now.” 

He grabbed my wrist and twisted it 
“Right now, dammit! Hard day, hunh?’ 
he grated, his face close to mine. “In some 
cozy little apartment? What a square yol 
must think I am! The simple-minded, trus- 
ing husband.” 
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“No, Sid! Nothing like that, darling,” 
I cried. 

He glared at me for a long moment, then 
flung me down on the sofa. “Mother tried 
to tell me about the men who phone here 
the minute I’m gone and about the way 
you leave home as regular as clockwork 
every morning. But I was too dumb to get 
it and she was too polite to come right out 
and say you were running around on me!” 


T WAS MORE than I could bear. At 

the height of all the confusion I snatched 
the key from Sid’s hand and ran out the 
door. Somehow, I made my way to the east 
side and the building in which the apart- 
ment was located. I spent a lonely, thor- 
oughly miserable night there alternately 
sobbing over my broken marriage and bit- 
terly condemning all mothers, 
fathers, sisters and brothers-in-law who- 
Dawn 


in-laws 


ever and wherever they might be. 
was breaking when I finally dozed off into 
a fitful slumber. 

For almost a week I lived alone and 
loved every minute of it—almost. It was 
such a relief being out from under Mother 
Wethers’ critical eye and dominating ways 
that the first day or so I reveled in my 
freedom. But because I was still deeply in 
love with my husband, I began to think of 
ways to salvage our marriage. 

My reading on the subject revealed the 
results of a study of 7.000 broken marriages 
conducted by Dr. John L. Thomas, S.J., of 
Catholic University’s department 
ciology. He found that in-laws—mainly 
mothers-in-law—were the 
cause of wrecked marriages during the 
couple’s first year together. 

The first 12 months are the toughest in 
this respect. Dr. Thomas learned: but if 
the man and wife can make it for five years 
neither mother-in-law can 
split them, no matter how meddlesome 
she is. 

“In most cases the kind of in-law trouble 
that leads to separation makes its appear- 
ance soon after the honeymoon,” states Dr. 
Thomas. 

I also came across scientific studies that 


of sO- 


greatest single 


(his or hers) 


went into the question of why some couples 
get along fine with their in-laws and why 
others didn’t. The confidential question- 
naire method was used by 
Marcus of Cornell University’s College of 


Prof. Peggy 


Home Economics to get the following fac- 
tors that are closely linked to good in-law 
adjustment: 

l. Happy marriage of parents—on both 
sides. The survey showed a strong relation- 
ship between good in-law adjustment and 
happily married parents. “If parents are 
happily married.” points out Prof. Marcus, 
“they have less need for over-attachment 
to the children—are more willing to let 
them lead their own lives.” 

2. Parents’ approval of the couple’s mar- 
tiage. Without this, a good relationship is 
virtually impossible. 

3. Friendliness of his and her parents 
toward each other. If one set of parents 


doesn’t get along with the other, in-law 
trouble is bound to result. 

4. Similarity of religious background. 
Conflict in this area is a positive danger 
signal. 

5. Meeting the wife’s (or 
family before marriage. Important for fu- 


husband’s) 


ture good relations. 

6. Living by themselves. 
beled a “must” for young couples who hon- 
estly want to avoid in-law trouble. 

This final point was re-emphasized by 
findings of a study of marital problems 
made by Prof. Edwin F. Healy. S.J.. of 
Loyola University. His advice: newlyweds 
should set up their home far away from 
that of in-laws in order to avoid interfer- 
ence and to better adapt themselves to the 
new life they have undertaken. 

Prof. Hornell Hart. Duke 
famed _ sociologist. states emphatically, 
“Don’t live with or even in the same neigh- 
borhood of your relatives or in-laws, and 
do not allow them to live with you.” 

Well. in my own case, I thought I had 
found it. But everything seemed to be con- 
spiring against me. Not only had [I tar- 
nished the good name of Wethers, but I 
had caused my husband to think me un- 
faithful. 

3ut at the end of my first week alone, I 
dragged myself wearily to the apartment 
after work and found a letter from Martha, 
Sid’s sister. 


This was la- 


University’s 


It had been forwarded to me 
at the new address. Part of it read: 
Dear Sister, 

I drove up from Washington to meet 
you last weekend, only to find that you. 
fed up with Mother’s 
meaning, but unbearable 
You’re smarter than I am; it took me 


too, were well- 


interference. 


years to break away. 

Stick to your guns! 

But you should have taken Sid with 
It’s time he learned that Mother 
leads a full him 
as another of her “do-good” projects. It 
will make a man of him if you can get 
him from under her thumb. 

And you know what? I think you can 
do it! You’d been gone only a couple 
of days when I saw him and already he 


you. 


life and doesn’t need 


was ready to dash out and look for you. 

I’m hoping that this will go to your 
new address and I’m praying that you 
will let Sid know where you are so he 
can come to you. You’ve got to give him 
the strength he needs to do this—after 
all, he’s a mere man! 

As for Mother—well. she’ll forgive you 
as time And take it from me. 
she’s actually lovable when you visit her 
(as I do) rather than live 


passes. 


at intervals 

with her. 

That letter was the answer to all my 
hopes. I sent up a silent prayer of thanks 
to the sister-in-law I’d never met as I picked 
up the telephone My fingers trembled as 
I dialed the Wethers’ but the 
tears in my eyes were those of supreme 


number, 


happiness. I could hardly wait to hear my 
husband’s voice again. 


THE END 
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about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
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Ruined By 
Love 
(Continued from Page 29) 


bility for—a consideration, meaning 
money. My father paid off, how much 
I never knew, but enough. And that ended 
that. 

But it taught me what my parents had 
so often tried to pound through my thick 
skull: That a good reputation is one of 
man’s most valuable assets. And from there 
on in, I resolved that my rep was going 
to be spotless. 

Dad, himself an insurance broker, knew 
that it was my ambition to be in the in- 
surance business too. Both he and my 
mother were very ambitious for me and 
had done all they could to give me every 
chance for neither had enjoyed the op- 
portunities they made possible for me. 

Mother had finished high school, but 
Dad, orphaned at an early age, had come 
up on the rugged side of the street, work- 
ing at odd jobs as a kid, and when he was 
sixteen, doing a man’s work in packing 
houses, construction camps; and _ later, 
when he was grown, becoming a Pullman 
porter. 

Dad was born in Atlanta, Georgia, and 
as a boy had been a great admirer of a 
man named Perry, who had founded a 
great life insurance company there. Dad 
didn’t have that ambition, but he had al- 
ways wanted at least to work in the insur- 
ance field. So while he was working for 
the Pullman Company, he took correspond- 
ence courses which provided him with the 
equivalent of a high school education. 
Then Dad read everything he could get 
about insurance, and a few years later 
became a part-time agent for an out-of- 
state company. 

He did so well at it, that he soon quit 
railroading and devoted full time to the 
work. After he and Mother married, she 
quit her job as housekeeper for a wealthy 
family and took a business course which 
enabled her to be a real help to Dad, 
especially when he got his license as an 
insurance broker and opened his own 
office. 

I mention this to explain why I became 
so interested in insurance. Dad used to 
show me illustrated literature issued by 
various Negro companies, and tell me how 
each one had started, what a struggle most 
of them had, and interesting things like 
that. He always stressed their importance, 
not only because they provided protection 
to members of our race in matters of sick- 
ness, or accident or death, but also made 
loans on real estate which otherwise many 
members of some of our communities had 
great difficulty in obtaining elsewhere. 

Dad was very proud of these companies 


re) 
JO 





and their achievements, and I developed 
a strong pride in them, too, and saw a 
career with one of them as much more 
than a way to earn a good living. 

So in high school, I concentrated on 
mathematics, and took every course I could 
that I thought might help me in the career 
I planned. Maybe I fooled around with 
girls a lot, but I never fooled around with 
my school work, which I realized was a 
tool which would serve me well, later. 

I was so set on my plan that Dad and 
I even picked the college I would go to, 
not long after I started my second year 
in high school. It was expensive, but it 
offered a degree in insurance, and Dad 
said it would be well worth the money 
for me to have such highly specialized 
training, not to mention the degree. 

So when I came so near to missing out 
on finishing even high school because of 
girl trouble, I made up my mind that 
nothing like that was ever going to trip 
me again. And right away I started prac- 
ticing shying off from any situation even 
remotely involving sex. I didn’t go for a 
woman-hater or anything stupid like that, 
and I wes still jolly and kidded around 
almost as much as ever. 

But whenever I found myself falling for 
a girl, or she for me, I took off like a jet 
plane. Too, I discovered that hard study 
and hard work can squeeze quite a lot of 
vinegar out of a guy, and do a lot to keep 
him out of trouble. 

I kept learning to keep myself under 
control all through college; and during 
summer vacations, while working out of 
Dad’s office, I had plenty of opportunities 
to practice that control. I learned a lot, 
working with my father, especially about 
salesmanship, for he was a natural-born 
salesman, and I did so well in bringing in 
new business, I figured some of it had 
rubbed off on me. 


WAS ALL SET for a job at least a 

year before I was graduated, for, at 
Dad’s suggestion, I wrote to the State Mu- 
tual Company, told them what I was 
doing, and asked if there would be an 
opening for me when I had completed 
college. I got a letter back promptly 
from Isaac Benson, director of agencies and 
executive vice-president, saying that his 
company would indeed have an opening 
for me whenever I was available and urg- 
ing me to let him know when that time 
came. 

Dad had chosen State Mutual for me to 
try because he said I’d have a fine chance 
to get ahead there because it was the fast- 
est-growing organization of its kind that 
he knew of. 

That is how I started my career. Two 
weeks after I was graduated, I went to 
the mid-western city where State Mutual 
had its home office. My first step was an 
interview with Mr. Benson. By the time 
I reached his office on the sixth floor of 
the huge ten-story building, I was very 
much impressed, for in the shining chrome 
and marble foyer, I had my choice of six 


elevators; and through a glass door I coul4 
see a number of gilded cages on a long 
counter where people were queued up, pey. 
ing insurance premiums, I figured. And 
when I got on an elevator, I could see rows 
and rows of desks and offices as we passed 
each floor, and I began to understand tha 
State Mutual was a pretty big concern, 

In my application, I had listed only my 
educational qualifications and because of 
them, I had expected to be given an office 
job. Nothing big, but the kind of work for 
which I had been trained, possibly statis. 
tical. But when I talked with Mr. Benson, 
I learned that while he would assign me 
to such work if I wanted it, his advice was 
for me to start, as he phrased it, “at 
scratch,” as an agent. 

Agents, the shrewd-eyed, portly man told 
me, were the very heart of the insurance 
business, because it was they who actually 
went out and brought it in. Therefore, 
any ambitious young man with the kind 
of training J had, would be much more 
valuable if he had experience as an agent 
behind him, knew their problems both from 
their viewpoint and the company’s. 

I liked the man very much, yet I was 
disappointed that I had to make my start 
by pounding the pavements. Even so, | 
realized that he had made some rather 
broad hints about a favorable future for 
me, so I carefully hid my true feelings 
and told him that I'd like to start as he 
suggested. But right then I resolved that 
if this was a test, which I figured it was, 
Mr. Benson was in for a little surprise, 
because he didn’t know I already had quite 
a bit of experience selling all kinds of 
insurance for my Dad. Besides, since Dad 
handled State Mutual policies, among oth 
ers, I was quite familiar with them. 

After two weeks in the regular agents 
school, I was assigned to what my super 
intendent warned me was a tough debit 
He was a fat, middle-aged man _namei 
Ed Howe, although everyone called hin 
Pops. 

“T don’t get it,” he told me the mom 
ing I was to start out on my own. “I mea 
giving you this deal. Why, we’ve had tw 
or three pretty good agents over ther 
where you’re gonna work at one time 
another and none of em brought in enoug) 
business to make a gnat blink.” He gave 
me a thoughtful stare and said, “but may 
be there’s more to this than we know, eh?” 

I was sure of it, but I just shrugged 
and said: “Well, I'll give it a good ty. 
Pops.” 

“I’m betting on you,” he told me with: 
friendly slap on the back. “And remembe. 
this big Gold Miner production conte! 
starts tomorrow. Who knows, Jack? Yw 
just might win it.” : 

“That’s just what I’m planning to do, 
I laughed, knowing he was just kidding 
not thinking I had any chance at all. Bi 
I wasn’t kidding—not any. 

The area I was to work consisted most! 
of shabby, run-down neighborhoods. Sor 
of the houses looked so bad, I almost ¢ 
cided not to even try them. But I figure! 
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maybe that’s what the other agents night 
have thought and made up my mind to 
try every house on every street and see 
what happened. 

And what happened was, that by hustling 
hard all day and practically every evening, 
I made my quota the first week, exceeded 
it the next two weeks, and more than 
doubled it the next three weeks straight, 
making it a respectable debit, and coming 
in as a “dark horse” winner when the six- 
week contest ended. 

It was in connection 
that I first met Grace Benson. I'd gone 
up to the bookkeeping department to have 
a mistake corrected in my collection rec- 
ord, but could not seem to convince the 
girl who waited on me that the fault was 
not mine. At first, she was all smiles, 
ready for a bit of personal exchange. but 
when I kept our conversation on the busi- 
and 


with the contest 


ness at hand, she flounced away 
brought back her department head 
As I stood at the counter in the big 


room, | knew that many of the clerks were 


Grace. 


looking me over and whispering and gig- 
gling. and I knew why. I was a new man, 
and I was good looking. I say that simply 
which from boyhood has- been 
I also knew 


as a fact 
impressed upon me by girls. 
that being big, rangily built, with rather 
large brown eyes, clear brown complexion 
and “good moss,” meaning good hair, was 
an asset in my work. 

But even though I was pleasantly aware 
of the attention I was getting. I pretended 
to be entirely absorbed in studying my 
collection book. In fact. I did get absorbed 
in it, so much so that only when a cool, but 
pleasantly-inflected spoke, did I 
realize that she was standing in front of me 
—Grace Benson. And she was saying: 
“May I help you, Mr. Reynolds?” 

I looked up, met her politely inquiring 
gaze, and | “Why—uh—I 
sure hope so, Miss—uh—?” 

“Benson,” she replied in a matter-of- 
fact tone. “What seems to be the trouble, 
Mr. Reynolds?” 

As I handed her my book and explained 
wondering whether 


voice 


stammered, 


my complaint, I was 
her name meant that 
the Mr. Benson. She examined my book 
briskly, “Just a moment. I'll have the girls 
check on this.” 

She was wearing a sharp, grey tweed 
suit and as I watched her cross the big 
room, I wondered how she had known my 
name, and I also wondered whether: she 
knew that her severely tailored outfit em- 
phasized rather than played down the 
lovely lines of her slim figure. And I noted 
that above the little grey suede pumps she 
wore, her legs were strictly all right. 

Realizing what was going on in my 
mind, I banished it with the ease I had 
long since acquired. Not that I wouldn’t 
have liked for those disturbing thoughts to 
come true with that brown-eyed, richly- 
brown beauty! But even if anything like 
that was possible, it didn’t fit in with my 
plans, therefore, it wasn’t for me. 

However I was conscious of a feeling of 


she was related to 


disappointment when, instead of Miss Ben- 
son, the girl who had originally waited on 
me came trotting back to return my col- 
lection book. Now she was apologetic in- 
stead of huffy. 

“I’m terribly sorry I was so dense,” she 
chirped. “Because right—the 
mistake was ours. Am I forgiven?” 

“Why, surely.” I said lightly. “Think 
nothing of it. honey. It involved 
And leaving her to unsnarl that 


you were 


only 
money.” 
one, I vamoosed. 

Back downstairs in the long, table-strewn 
room where the agents reported in and 
did their work, I sat down and 
started doing mine. Pops strolled up and 
sat down beside me. 

“Get business straight?” he in- 
quired. 

“Sure did,” I replied. “One of those 
bright babes upstairs kind of mislaid a 


paper 


your 


decimal point.” 
Pop ob- 
have a 


as it were,” 
“I'd like to 


couple more of those ‘mere nothings’ added 


‘A mere nothing, 
served caustically. 
on to my pay check.” 

“Well.” I said, “it’s all cleared up now. 
Say look, Pops How do you suppose 
Miss Benson knew—I mean.” I floundered, 
“how did they know up there what my 
name was?” 

“Aha!” Pops exclaimed. “So Miss Ben- 
son knew your name, hey? Well. boy. I 
reckon that means you’ve got the inside 
track.” 

“Aw, lay off.” I begged. “I 
I mean, since I’m new 

never 


just won- 
around 


book- 


dered- = 
here and 
keeping chicks—” 

“Lay off yourself.” Pops jeered. “As if 
you don’t know a nice looking kid like 
you is bound to get hashed over by all 


met any of those 


the mice?” 
“Including Miss 
mouse?” | asked. 
“Well,” Pops stated judicially. “she’s a 
cool number, Jack. Real Lots of 
hot-rod jockeys have tried to park in her 


So | guess 


Benson, the big-shot 


cool. 


lot, but none of “em made it. 
maybe she doesn’t go in for that jive.” 

“Anyway, I remarked, “she knew my 
name.” 

“T hate to bring you down, buddy,” Pops 
laughed, “but isn't Ike 
niece for nothing, you know. She makes it 
her business to know all the agents—by 


Grace Benson’s 


name.” 

“How interesting,” I said with a laugh, 
then went on with my work. I had hoped 
Miss Benson’s knowing my name meant 
that she was interested in me. But any- 
way. I knew now that she was related to 
my boss. That meant double trouble, so 


far as I was concerned. 


FOUND IT necessary to make several 

visits to the bookkeeping department 
in the next six or seven months after I’d 
won that first production contest. During 
that time I’d been high man in a couple 
more. But Mr. Benson had not seen fit 
yet to take me off the streets. 

The nearest he came to it was to have 
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me help Bill Kelly, the supervisor of all 
the home districts, when the paper work 
in his department threatened to snow 
under his clerical staff. That stuff was 
child’s play for me, and as soon as I be- 
came familiar with the routine, I told Bill 


[ thought I could figure another system 
that would cut the work almost in half. 
He told me to go ahead and work it out— 


1 my own time, of course. 
Because I was hitting the ball harder 
1 ever, it took me several weeks to set 
p the new system and check and double 
check it until I was sure it would work. 
Bill planned to change over to my system 
that weekend, and suggested that I take 
it up to Miss Benson and see whether she 
ould find any flaws in it. That was a 
laugh. Because I could have taken over 
her whole department and run it with one 
hand behind my back. But I didn’t mind 
eing her again. 
[his time she invited me into her office 
ind before we got down to business, we 
iatted informally for a few minutes. 
How do you like being an agent by 
y, Mister Reynolds?” she asked pleas- 


inal 


tly. 

Well, outside of wearing out all my 

oes,” I told her, “and getting bunions 

getting bitten by every pooch on my 

te, and a few minor trifles of that na- 
ture, being an agent is swell.” 

She laughed, a delightful tinkling sound. 

Oh, come now,” she said, “it can’t be 

bad.” 
[ know it can’t,” I grinned. “But it is.” 
You've made a very remarkable record 
you've been with us,” Miss Benson 
told me. “Very remarkable.” 
[ wish you’d tell your uncle that,” I 
ghed. 
he laughed again. “I imagine he has 
heard rumors of it. Those things get 
nd, you know.” 

[ wish they’d get around to the right 
laces,” I groaned. “I’m going to have to 
buy a new pair of feet, if they don’t.” 

\re you really having foot trouble?” 
she asked seriously. 
No, not really,” I replied. “I was just 
lding around.” 

She looked relieved. After gazing at me 

ilence for a few seconds, she smiled 

| said briskly: “Kelly has been telling 
me about your new system. Did you 
bring it?” 

[ nodded, handing her the folder which 
contained it. “I figured I had to bring it,” 


[ said. “As Pops would say, a ticket of 


admission, as it were.” 
For an instant Miss Benson looked 
blank. Then she got it and said gravely, 


‘You don’t need a ticket, Mr. Reynolds.” 
\nd before I got over that, she unfolded 
the big sheaf of papers she’d taken from 
the folder, and seemed intently studying 
them, so I let her get away with it, and 
ist sat beside her desk looking at her. 

Once she raised her head, lips _half- 
parted to speak, but when she found her- 
self gazing straight into my eyes, whatever 
he saw in them caused her to return her 


attention hurriedly to the papers in front 
of her. I don’t know whether she was 
jarred by the unguarded meeting of our 
glances, but / was—enough to start warn- 
ing bells jingling within me. So when, a 
few minutes later she looked up again, I 
was studying the ceiling with great con- 
centration. 

“Mr. Reynolds,” she said hesitantly, as 
though fearing to interrupt my reverie, “it 
seems to me you’ve worked out an excel- 
lent system for your department. In fact, 
with your permission, I’d like to install it 
up here.” : 

“Why of course, of course,” I said 
heartily. “It’s all yours, Miss Benson. And 
I’m happy that you approve it.” 

She gave me a queer look, perhaps sens- 
ing the faint irony in my tone. “Well,” 
she said dryly. “I’m happy you're happy, 
Mr. Reynolds.” 

I got up then and said, “I guess I'd bet- 
ter be getting back to the salt mines now.” 

“Tt was nice of you to come up,” she 
replied, her tone now very cool. She 
touched my sheaf of papers, adding, “I'll 
keep these for now, if you don’t mind?” 

“Like I said,” I told her, moving to the 
door of her office, “it’s all yours.” Then I 
left, but all the way back down to the 
agents’ room, a picture of her expression 
at the moment of my departure clung in 
my mind, for there was hurt in it, and 
reproach, as that of a child unjustly pun- 
ished. I was sorry about that, but what 
else could I do? 

Our interview had started off on a warm- 
ly friendly note, then, unaccountably to 
her, I'd switched on the ice. No wonder 
she had given me that wounded look. But 
there was nothing I could do about it. 
I couldn’t go back and explain that I had 
acted as I had because I was afraid I was 
falling for her—hard. Because in terms 
of ordinary relationships between guys and 
gals, that wouldn’t make sense. Nor could 
I explain why I was like that, why I didn’t 
want to fall for her or any other girl, but 
most especially her. 

Because she was related to one of the 
top company officials, and I wasn’t going 
to have anyone thinking that such progress 
as I hoped to make was due to pull, or 
anything like that. Nor that I was trying 
to get next to her in order to gain such 
pull. No, I had ruled women out of my 
life, at least until such time as I consid- 
ered myself safe—safe from my own weak- 
ness for them. 

I don’t know how much that system I 
worked out for Bill Kelly, and which Miss 
Benson was also putting into operation in 
her domain, had to do with my being sum- 
moned to Mr. Benson’s office a few weeks 
later, but in any event, when I left his 
office I had been promoted to assistant 
supervisor. That was a big jump—right 
over the heads of the two dozen agency 
superintendents. And I was secretly elat- 
ed, because I knew I was really on my 
way up—at last. 

If I had worked hard before, I now 
doubled my effort in my new position. In 


fact, within a couple of months, Bill had 
dropped the load of his work right on my 
shoulders, apparently with the knowledge 
and approval of Mr. Benson, for the latier 
began sending Bill out of town to direct the 
opening of new branch offices in other 
states, leaving me in complete charge of 
the whole city district. 

From time to time during the next year, 
I had occasion to see Grace quite often, 
but we both kept these contacts on a 
strictly business basis, although many 
times it was not easy for me to play the 
role I had to play. And I sensed it was not 
easy for her to keep up that cool, imper- 
sonal attitude either. But, that’s how it 
was. 

Reviewing all that now, I have no doubt 
that my complete concentration on getting 
ahead was what finally betrayed me at the 
very moment when I had my greatest op- 
portunity almost in my grasp. Perhaps I’m 
just trying to excuse myself, but I cannot 
help believing that had I not so rigorously 
conditioned myself for so long against my 
normal sex urge, I would have been able 
to avoid the most costly mistake a man 
ever made. 

For*no matter how intensely a man de- 
votes himself to his work, or how he 
exhausts himself by so doing, he cannot 
forever bottle up the explosive forces 
which are in us all. 

But during the years when I was strug- 
gling ahead at State Mutual, I didn’t 
realize what I was to myself by so care- 
fully avoiding any relationship with the 
other sex that might lead to what I so 
feared. My co-workers were puzzled by my 
failure to play around. especially when my 
very stand-offishness in itself was a chal- 
lenge to many of the girls with whom I 
was in daily contact. 

Some of them deliberately set out to 
knock me off my “pedestal,” and a few 
came very near doing. but they never knew 
it—never knew the sheer physical agony 
some of their efforts caused me. And after 
a while they began calling me Mr. Golden 
Ice—behind my back, of course. Later that 
tag was shortened to The Ice Man. That 
certainly didn’t please me. but if it got 
under my skin, nobody ever knew it. 

I had thought that if I could just man- 
age not to break down and let Grace know 
how I really felt about her, I would get 
over it in time. But I didn’t get over it. 
And I was sure she wasn’t getting over 
the way she felt about me, for often I'd 
surprise her staring at me in a moody, 
puzzled way, as though she wondered what 
manner of monstrosity I was. 

Yet, I dared not do a thing about it, 
even though I knew that many of the fel- 
lows were shooting at her and realized 
that sooner or later she could hardly help 
falling for one of them. That was a pos- 
sibility I hated to think about, but think 
about it I did—very often. 

Sometimes, when I was trying to relax 
enough to go to sleep, doubts would steal 
through my mind like shadowy ghosts, 
whispering questions, asking whether my 
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unrelenting drive toward success was 
really worth what I was passing up along 
the way. warning that I might be all wrong 
in continuing to work like crazy, suggest- 
ing that with the excellent money I was 
making. I need not wait a minute longer 
to tell Grace I loved her deeply and want- 
ed to marry her. 

And often I'd fall asleep with the deci- 
sion made to do just that. But, with the 
morning, whatever it was that drove me 
like a machine took over and dutifully I 
hopped right back on the treadmill. It 
was like I was afraid to stop, or even slow 
down. 

Nobody needed to tell me I was doing 
a bang-up job as district supervisor for the 
greatly increased efficiency of my depart- 
ment and progressively mounting produc- 
tion was proof of I’ve always gotten 
along well with people and probably had 
inherent qualities of leadership. One thing 
which made me solid with our agents was 
that while I kept the pressure on them, 
I knew their problems and usually was 
able to help them solve them; and also, 
they knew I would go to bat for them 
when they were right. 


GOT MY reward in 1949 when I was 

made assistant director of agencies. By 
then, our company had established offices 
in three other states, all in the northern 
section, and was making plans to invade 
the South, a fact made known to me the 
morning Mr. Benson called me into his 
office to inform me of my dazzling promo- 


tion. Our president, Harvey Hurston, a 
tall, fine-looking man with snowy white 


hair,.was also present. 

“We've had our eyes on you, Reynolds,” 
he told me smilingly. “And I don’t mind 
your knowing that we’re mighty glad to 
have an aggressive, capable youngster like 
you around. I just wish we had ten more 
like you.” 

I made a suitably grateful and modest 
reply. and then he and Mr. Benson and I 
gathered around Mr. Benson’s desk and 
went into the plans for our impending 
southern operation. It gave me a wonder- 
ful feeling to be a part of this top-level 
planning, to be consulted about various 
phases of it, and best of all, when our 
conference was about over, to be asked 
whom / would recommend to head the new 
district. 

I hadn’t expected anything like that, but 
“I'd suggest Tom King,” 
in Chi- 


I had an answer. 
I told them. “He’s been out there 
cago under Bill Kelly a couple of years 
now, and [ think he would be able to 
handle the new district.” 

The two officials looked at each other 
and smiled, and Mr. Hurston said approv- 
ingly, “That makes it unanimous, Jack. 
He’s the very one Ike and I had in mind.” 


“That’s right,” Mr. Benson nodded, 
beaming. “And now Jack, you’ve another 


selection to make—your secretary.” 

I hadn’t had time to think that far 
ahead, nor even where I would be working, 
and as though he read my mind, Mr. Ben- 


son added, 
next to mine.” 


knew who I wanted as my secretary, 
said, 
like the one 


interrupted quickly. 
one you want. 
twinkling, 
tion would choose a more- 
able young lady.” 


excellent,”’ Mr. 


had anything to do with 
to give any of our young women a—uh— 


break. 


him and took the 
said, “with your 
interrupt a certain young lady within the 
next ten minutes to find out whether she 
will give 


started chuckling, 


“T knew 


said, his smile 
say, Jack, you sure 
making a choice.” 
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“Your office will be the one 


By then I 
so I 
“And as to the girl I’m to have, I’d 
I have Collins.” 
Mr. Benson’s brows went up a little. 


“That’s great,” I exclaimed. 


now—Sally 


“You mean that little hunchback?” 


“She’s very good. But if 


I nodded. 


you— 


Benson 
any- 
his eyes 


“Oh, I have no objection,” Mr. 
“You may have 
But.” he went on, 
“most young men in your posi- 
ahem—person- 
“T’d say he’s made an excellent choice, 
Hurston stated. 

“Of course he has,” Mr. Benson agreed. 


“T was just wondering whether his choice 


uh—his failure 
How about it Jack?” 

He was grinning and I grinned back at 
plunge. “Well, sir,” I 
permission, I’m going to 


me a break.” 

“And who might that young lady be?” 
Ir. Benson asked, no longer smiling. 
“Your niece, sir,” I blurted. 

Mr. Benson and Mr. Hurston both 
and Mr. Hurston said, 
I knew it!” 

I certainly didn’t,” Mr. Benson 
back again. “And I must 
took your time about 


it Ike, 
“Well 


“Oh, no,” I grinned. “I made my choice 
the first time I saw Grace.” 

“Well at least you did take your own 
sweet time about making it known,” Mr. 
Benson observed rather dryly. 

“Career first, pleasure afterward, eh 
boy?” Mr. Hurston asked shrewdly. 

I nodded. 

“Had it figured like that,” Mr. Hurston 
nodded. “Also had it figured that you had 
your eyes on our Grace all the time. No- 
ticed the way you looked at her. Like she 
was something good to eat. Right?” 

“That’s how it was,” I admitted with a 
wide grin. 

Mr. Benson shook his head wonderingly. 
Then he stood up and offered me his hand, 
and as we exchanged firm grips, he said 
quietly, “I’m pleased. Jack. very pleased. 
But I'd suggest you find out how Grace 
feels about it. Now scat, boy!” 


I scatted—straight upstairs, and into 
Grace’s private office without ceremony. 


She was dictating, and as I strode in, she 
looked up, startled at my sudden and un- 
heralded appearance. 

“Why, Jack,” she ‘exclaimed, 
thing wrong?” 

“Tell your secretary to scram,” I said, 
assuming a portentious air. “There’s an 
important matter we must discuss at once.” 

Grace’s secretary gave me one fright- 
ened glance and got out of there fast, and 
Grace, a look of alarm on her face, jumped 
up from her desk and came toward me. 
“Jack!” she cried anxiously, “what’s the 
matter?” 

I reached out and pulled her into my 
arms and kissed her. At first she tried to 


“is any- 
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pull away, then her arms went up around 
my neck and she began crying, and all 
while I kept kissing her, her tear- 
etted face, her lips, her eyes, her hair. 
Then I held her away from me and said, 
Grace, I love you. I always have and now 
that I’m the new director of agencies, I’m 
it last in a position to ask you to marry 
ne. Will you?” 
\y words had come out in one breathless 
ish and Grace stared at me for a few 
conds as though she thought I’d gone 
zy. Then she started crying again and 
sobbed, “Oh, you big, wonderful fool! 
What makes you ask a silly question like 


| [FE WAS grand in the weeks that 

“followed. Our engagement was an- 
nounced, and a date for our wedding was 
et for the coming June, two months away. 


Grace and I were together every free min- 
ute and that seemed far from enough to us 
both. I'd wanted to get married right 


iway. but Grace wanted a June wedding, 
ted all the trimmings, like the show- 
dinners, parties and all that that her 
nds started giving her—and us. And 
»wing how long she had waited—for me 
[ let her have her way, because, as she 
with my firm agreement, she would 
be married only once in her life. 
The only cloud on the horizon was Mr. 
Hurston’s illness, but, until the day in 
id-April when Mr. Benson had me come 
his office, I'd believed our president 
uld soon recover. ; 
[ noticed at once that Mr. Benson 
ed unusually grave. Nor did I under- 
1d why even after he made a very 
tling statement, which was, “Jack, I’m 
not going to be director of agencies much 
ger.” I stared at him in shocked dismay, 
it before I could say anything, he asked, 
Do you think you could handle the job?” 
Then I did stare. And I blurted, “I could 
but I’m not going to, not if you’re leav- 
the company, sir!” 
Mr. Benson smiled thinly, and _ said, 
Thanks, son, for your loyalty, but I’m 
leaving the company. It looks like 
I've got to step in Harvey’s shoes—and you 


1ific, 
You mean—Mr. Hurston’s that sick— 
not going to get well?” I exclaimed. 
\ir. Benson slowly shook his head and 
iid heavily. “He can’t make it, Jack. Not 
it his age. Not—cancer.” 
“Oh, no!” I cried, horrified. “Not can- 





“Yes, cancer,” Mr. Benson affirmed 

lly. He sat for a few moments, his head 

ried in his hands while I stood by his 
desk too shaken to speak. After a while 
Mr. Benson looked up and sighed heavily. 
You know, Jack, Harvey and I and my 
brother Joe—Grace’s father—started this 
company thirty years ago with little more 
than faith and prayer. Joe died ten years 
igo, just when we were getting over the 
ip. And now, when we’re having the 
kind of success we all dreamed of, Harvey 
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has to go. I wish it was me, instead of 
him. 

“He’s the one who kept us going when 
Joe and I were so discouraged, we wanted 
to quit. He’s always been the one who 
found ways and means to solve problems 
that would have licked anyone else. And 
now—and now—” His voice broke, and 
he buried his face in his hands again, and 
this time he wept. And tears started roll- 
ing down my face, too. I wiped them away 
and tip-toed out of the office and went 
back to my own. 

A half-hour later, Mr. Benson called 
me back to his office. By then we had 
both recovered and made no reference to 
what had caused our tears. 

“There is another matter that I intended 
to mention,” Mr. Benson told me. “It’s 
King’s new district, down South. Some- 
thing is seriously wrong down there, Jack. 
I don’t know what it is, but production has 
slumped almost forty per cent in the last 
three months. Now, what with your wed- 
ding coming up, and all, I certainly don’t 
like to ask this of you, but I’ve got no- 
body else capable of getting to the bottom 
of the trouble and getting that Southern 
district clicking again. Would you—” 

“How soon do you want me to leave?” 
I asked. 

“As quickly as possible,” Mr. Benson 
said, giving my arm a pat. “Could you 
make the midnight plane?” 

“Of course. And I will,” I told him. 

“Grace isn’t going to thank me for this,” 
her uncle sighed. 

“She'll understand, sir.” 

“Yes, but I wouldn’t blame her for not 
liking your leaving so soon after you two 
finally got together.” 

“Nor I, sir. Pll make it right with her, 
some way. But about Tom’s district—I'll 
need a detailed resume of operations down 
there. Maybe I'd better get right at it.” 

“Never mind about that.” Mr. Benson 
said. “Dll see that a full report is pre- 
pared for you. What you’d better do is 
to go and try to square yourself—and me 
—with Grace. Ill see you before you 
leave.” 

But Grace wasn’t easily “squared.” When 
I told her the situation, she took the rest 
of the day off and we went to her apart- 
ment. She cried for a while and was pretty 
upset at my having to leave town, and so 
suddenly, too. But I petted her into a bet- 
ter frame of mind, and helped her prepare 
dinner for us. 

Afterward we sat on a divan in her liv- 
ing room, sipping sweet wine and talking 
about our future, the kind of house we 
were going to have, the kind of car, the 
trips we'd take—together. Those were not 
day dreams, but things we would be in a 
position to do, because as director of 
agencies, and as executive vice president, 
I'd be making enough money to do almost 
anything within reason. 

After a while, warmed by the wine, and 
loving each other as we did, we both low- 
ered our guards so that the tender kisses 
we had been exchanging all evening sud- 


denly became long, passionate embraces 
that swept us to the very brink of some- 
thing much more serious. But at the last 
minute, realizing what was happening, 
called into play the strong will power I'd 
developed over the years, and managed to 
avert it. I did that because I wanted to 
keep that climactic expression of our love 
until after we were married, despite the 
almost unbearable ache of longing that 
blazed in my every tissue. 

Looking back, I am certain that was my 
final error, because it was like momentarily 
releasing the flood gates of a dam, then 
trying to close them again, only to find 
later that you hadn’t. But at the time I 
didn’t know that, nor did I realize why 
I wasn’t able to concentrate upon the re- 
port concerning Tom King’s district, as I 
flew South that night. 

When I got to Tom’s office the next 
morning at ten, I was in an ugly mood 
which was not improved when I found 
that he had not showed up yet and was 
not expected until noon, which I gathered 
was his customary time of arrival. 

My sudden appearance obviously upset 
the office staff—about twenty girls and two 
men; and doubtless my unsmiling manner 
and sharp questions increased the tension 
which quickly developed in the place. I 
knew I ought to have better control over 
myself, but I just didn’t care. 

It didn’t take me long to find out how 
poorly the office was run, for despite my 
weariness, my mind was unnaturally sharp 
and clear. I took over Tom’s office. and 
started work at a furious pace. First I 
skipped through the report Mr. Benson had 
caused to be prepared for me, and now I 
grasped it all very quickly. 

Then I kept the nervous clerks jumping 
as I demanded the records of their various 
departments. By noon I knew the score. 
At least I knew what it was, but not why 
it was. Only Tom had the answer for that. 

By two o'clock, I was so tired I could 
barely keep my eyes open. Tom had not 
yet arrived. So I summoned one of the 
two men I'd talked to briefly that morning, 
an agency superintendent named Gordon 
who, at least, had given me a few intelli- 
gent answers, and asked him if he knew 
where I could get a place to stay during 
my visit to his city. 

Gordon’s thin, sharp-featured face 
warped into an obsequious smile and he 
rubbed his hands together vigorously 
when he heard my request. “Why Mr. 
Reynolds,” he said eagerly, “why don’t you 
stop with us—at my house? We’d be de- 
lighted to have you. Honored, in fact.” 

“T don’t want to put you to any trouble,” 
I said tiredly. 

“No trouble, no trouble at all,” Gordon 
insisted. “I’ve got my car right outside. 
I'll get your bags, and I'll take you to my 
place right away.” He giggled, adding, “I 
guess you need some rest, after the strenu- 
ous morning you've had.” 

I didn’t feel like arguing, so I went with 
the man. En route to his place he babbled 
about his wife, Fleurette, being a wonder- 
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ful cook, and how glad she would be to 
fix my meals. 

As I said, I didn’t pay much attention 
to Gordon’s talk about his wife, but when 
we entered his house, I paid attention to 
her, all right, because she was a creamy- 
skinned, black-haired woman with a volup- 
tuous figure, and much younger than her 
middle-aged, scrawny mate. And despite 
my weariness, I wondered how in the world 
he ever landed a woman like her. 

I asked whether I might have a hot bath 
and instead of answering, she just nodded 
her head and went into the bathroom and 
turned the water on. Gordon, who had 
been hovering about, still talking a mile- 
a-minute, making me feel like kicking his 
skinny rump, finally went back to the 
ofice with a great show of “Got to get 
back, business won’t wait, yes sir, that’s 
me, always right on the job.” 

He had been standing in the door of my 
room jabbering at me and when I heard 
the front door slam, I heaved a big sigh of 
relief. Then somebody laughed, and there 
was Mrs. Gordon standing where her hus- 
band had stood, and now her lashes were 
up and I looked into a pair of smouldering 
black eyes that made me shiver inside. 

“My—husband—is quite talkative,” Mrs. 
Gordon said in a low, husky voice. 

“Yeah,” I agreed, still staring at her, 
“he sure is.” 

“That’s all he’s 
woman said contemptuously. 

didn’t quite know what to say, after 
that remark, considering that we were still 
complete strangers to one another. But 
I couldn’t help asking, “How’s that, Mrs. 
Gordon?” 

She shrugged and replied casually, “Oh, 
he’s just half a man.” Then, without chang- 
ing her tone, she said, “Your bath’s ready 
when you are, Mr. Reynolds.” She smiled 
and turned and left, saying over her shoul- 
der, “Lonnie never brought a man here 
before. And he should know better.” 

By then, I was really spinning, but I un- 
dressed quickly, got into a robe and went 

bathe. That was over quickly, and I 
returned to my room and got into bed, 
still wondering about this strange woman 


good for—talking,” the 


in whose house I was, conscious of the 
provocative things she’d said, and wonder- 
ing why she had said them—and whether 
she meant them. But I was very tired, and 


quickly fell asleep. 


T SEEMED only minutes later, when I 
felt a gentle tugging at my shoulder, 
and when I managed to get my eyes open, 
Mrs. Gordon was bending over me. “Time 
to wake up,” she whispered. 

I stared up at her, straight into those 
dark, burning eyes. 
ing fragrance, wondering what was going 
on. “Hey, I don’t think your husband 
would approve of this,” I mumbled. 

“He wouldn’t—if he were here,” 
softly, seating herself on the edge of the 
bed. “He left for the office an hour ago— 
at eight. Told me to awaken you at nine.” 


breathing her excit- 


she said 


It dawned on me then that my hostess 
was not wearing much. Other things 
dawned on me, too, the main one being 
that if I didn’t get right up on the instant, 
it would be much too late. But when I 
shoved up to a sitting position and started 
to swing my legs out of the bed, the woman 
whispered, “Oh, no you don’t, lover,” 
clutched me around the neck, and bore me 
back, and when she kissed me, I tasted 
blood—my blood—from where she had bit- 
ten me on the lip. 

Her violence. her 
made my senses whirl like a fiery pinwheel 
which suddenly burst into a sheet of flame 
which enveloped me, my mind, my body, 
all that Iwas... 


complete abandon 


I don’t know when Lonnie Gordon re- 
turned to the house. Only when his first 
shot thundered did I realize something was 
terribly wrong. Then Mrs. Gordon uttered 
a piercing scream. As I struggled to rise, 
I heard Tom’s voice shouting something 
and saw him and Gordon struggling in the 
I rolled over des- 
There was 


doorway of my room. 
perately and fell on the floor. 
another shot, a terrible pain seemed to 
explode inside my head then—blackness. 

Well, that’s how it all happened. Tom 
had come out to the house to have a talk 
with me before we went to the office. When 
he and Gordon entered, Tom waited in the 
living room for Gordon to see whether I 
had gotten up yet. When Tom heard that 
first shot, he rushed to my room and tried 
to wrest the gun from Gordon, and he did, 
but not before the man shot again, his bul- 
let creasing my skull. His first bullet ended 
his wife’s life. And I was involved in the 
messiest scandal imaginable. 

When I regained consciousness, three 
days later, the story had been headlined 
in all our newspapers the country over. 

I told Tom how it had all happened, and 
he was very upset because he said if he 
hadn’t been sleeping off a big night, he 
would have been on hand when I arrived 
in town and would never have allowed me 
to accept Gordon’s hospitality. Then he 
told me that Mrs. Gordon was definitely a 
psychopath—that she was sex crazy, and 
had caused much trouble previously. 

After publication of the story about the 
Love Tragedy.” I didn’t hear 
a word from Grace, nor from Mr. Benson, 
or anyone at the home office. When I was 
released from the hospital, I flew back 
there, sneaked downtown, withdrew my 
savings and that afternoon took another 
plane—for Mexico, where I am now. 

I am still stunned by what happened, 
but I can hardly blame people for what 
they think of me, because, under the eir- 
cumstances, it would be difficult for any- 
one to think anything but the very worst. 
My only hope, and it is a faint one, is 
that perhaps if Grace and her uncle read 
this story, they may find it in their hearts 
at least to forgive me, understanding that 
the ruin I brought on myself lies in wait 
for anyone who tries to beat life in the way 


that I did. THE END 
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the way thousands of 
physicians and dentists recommend. 


HERE’S WHY .... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other product 
gives faster, longer-lasting relief from pain 
of headache, neuralgia, neuritis than Anacin 
tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 


OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 
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TRIAL-plan. 
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Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial B: uking.” 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3231, Chicago 14, Il. 
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IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take ‘‘O.S.R."" If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
if you suffer from aches and pains, coated tongue or 
bad skin, this may be due A faulty elimination. HELP 
NATURE by taking O.S.R., an Herb and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed and love life again. Pay postman 
$1.50 for a Big Box of 148 Tablets; or mail only S “4 
NOW and SAVE 50c. WRITE TO 


STANDARD REMEDY COMPANY 
Dept. TC21 Baltimore 2, Maryland 


WOMEN WANTED 


TO TRAIN AT HOME 
FOR PRACTICAL NURSING 


Women who want to help relieve the short- 
age of Practical Nurses can now train for 
this well-paid career in spare time at 
home. A fasc inating Home Study program, 
offered to women between 18 and 55, pre- 
pares you for opportunities in your own 
community or traveling. This plan is wel- 
comed by doctors and is easy to follow. 
High school diploma is not needed. Full in- 
formation including sample lesson pages 
can be obtained without obligation by 
writing to Desk EX-33, Wayne School of 
Practical Nursing, Inc., 2525 Sheffield Ave., 
Chicago 14, Dlinois. Just use a postcard. 
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Mama, He 
Treats Your 
Daughter 
Mean 
(Continued from Page 27) 


metimes, though, she failed. Tl 
forget the night my father marched 
the USO, took me off the stage and 
whipped me all the way home. 
When I was 15 years old, I met a young 
who played trumpet in the Navy 
band. I know now that neither of us was 
| enough to know what love was all 
ut, but at the time we thought we did. 
Realizing that my parents would never 
¢ their consent, I ran away from home 
ind got married. About all that remains 
of that marriage is the name I use profes- 
ionally; my maiden name was Weston. 
[ went back to “Mama,” but I didn’t 
ell her “he treats your daughter mean,” 
iuse the truth was we were both “too 
“—-as another song puts it. There 
no hard feelings when we went our 
rate ways and [J still think well of 
former husband, who is now in show 
siness too. 
| made up my mind to become an en- 
tertainer shortly after my brief, unhappy 
fling at married life. When I got out on 
my own, however, I soon found that no 
how rough the going, you can’t 
ilways run home to “Mama.” You have 
n to solve your own problems. 


\ ET, THERE is nothing in the world 
comforting as a mother’s care and 
ition. In recent weeks, my mother has 
travelling with me because she felt 
not getting the proper rest. And she 
right. I hadn’t had a vacation in 
en years and the strain was beginning 
to tell on me. When I worked the Apollo 
ng in Clarence Robinson’s revue, the 
liences didn’t know it but there was a 
doctor standing in the wings each time I 
n stage. Between shows he gave me 
medical attention in my dressing room. 
sisted on working, however, because 
my first time to be with a revue 
do a production number like the one 
nce Robinson—a truly grand _per- 
ind a fine producer—built around 
lama.” It was a fast-moving, colorful 
vy, climaxed by my spot, in which I 
lid a reprise of my past hits and was 
by the entire cast in “Mama” for 

the finale. 

So you can perhaps understand why I 
made up my mind to stick it out despite 
the handicap under which I was working. 
Right here I want to say that I don’t know 
how I could have continued without the 

operation of everyone connected with 
from the producer right down 
to the girls in the chorus line. 

\ly personal staff, in particular, deserves 


the 1ioW, 





the highest praise. Lee Anderson, my very 
able accompanist; Thelma Manley, my 
maid, who is a Virginia girl like myself, 
coming from Newport News; Jimmy Horne, 
my beautician; and David Crews, who had 
the important position of road manager of 
the whole show. 

My brother, Bennie Weston, also ac- 
companies me on the road, driving for me. 
I’m a pretty good driver on the highway, 
but if the jump is a big one I go by plane 
and Bennie follows in the car. He really 
loves that Caddy convertible! Bennie and 
I are particularly close, although I have 
another brother in the army stationed in 
Germany, and it’s good to have him along 
when I travel. 

As I said, my brother joined me in New 
York and was with mo when we opened at 
the Howard Theater in Washington, D. C. 
Seeing that each show was more and more 
of a strain on me, my mother tried even 
harder to persuade me to take a rest. 

Of course, the doctor sided with her 
and warned me that I was going on at my 
own risk. Their arguments naturally 
helped to change my mind, but what real- 
ly made me see the wisdom of their advice 
was a little incident that occurred one 
night at the Howard. 

I really work for an audience, always 
try to give them their money’s worth. They 
get accustomed to a real sock performance 
each time I go out on the stage. Some- 
times audiences look on performers as 
some sort of machines. But I guess even 
iron wears out. On this night, I started 
a song and my over-worked vocal chords 
just didn’t have it. I stopped, cleared my 
throat and signalled Lee Anderson to be- 
gin again. 

Just then a voice from the balcony 
shouted into the big silence, “Stop acting, 
Betty Grable! Go ahead and work!” 

Right then it seemed as if everything 
came down on me at once—the pain in 
my throat, my weariness, the desperate 
realization that I might be letting my 
audience down. I was really quite hurt, 
because whatever else I may be I’m not a 
phony. I certainly wasn’t putting on an 
act right then. 

So I paused and explained to the au- 
dience that my physician was waiting 
backstage and that I had come on against 
his orders only because they had paid to 
hear me sing. If they would just bear 
with me, I told them. I would do every- 
thing humanly possible not to disappoint 
them. 

Their spontaneous applause told me they 
were with me and I went ahead and finish- 
ed the show. When I came off stage I 
announced that I was ready to take a two- 
week rest. By the time this article is read, 
I confidently expect to be back, well- 
rested and as good—even better—than 
before. 

There was another reason why I was 
disturbed by that* heckler—I’ve always 
regarded the Howard Theater and espe- 
cially Washington as my second home. 
It was there, back in 1948, that I found 


myself stranded after working two short 
weeks with Lucky Millinder’s band. He 
decided that my style was not suited to 
his music, so I was dropped from the 
show. 

I well remember my dismay and over- 
whelming doubts as I watched the bus 
pull away from in front of the Howard, 
leaving me behind. Being young in show 
business, I didn’t know which way to turn. 
Luckily, a friend named Tommy Mosley 
happened along and seeing my plight, took 
me over to Club Caverns, the famous D.C, 
night spot. Blanche Calloway, the owner, 
auditioned me and the next night I went 
to work there. 

Since that time, Blanche has been both 
friend and, along with George Treadwell, 
co-manager. Although we have no formal 
contract or written agreement, I can never 
forget her kindness to a frightened, lone- 
ly kid who was still looking for her big 
break in show business. I stayed at Club 
Caverns for a long time and finally that 
big break arrived—or at least, so it 
seemed. 

I was signed to record for Atlantic, 
Blanche was to drive me to New York for 
the big event—but we never got there. 
The auto accident we had near Chester, 
Pa., made big news because the sister of 
the famous Cab Calloway was involved; 
there was just a line or two about the 
young girl singer whose career seemed 
abruptly ended even before it started. 

For more than a year I lay in the hos- 
pital, and all that time the recording com- 
pany took care of my bills even though 
I was yet to record one song for them. 
My debut was delayed for two years, but 
when it finally took place, their faith in 
me was justified. That is one of the rea- 
sons for my loyalty to Atlantic. 

Just how much the hardships that all 
entertainers must endure while on tour 
contributed to my general condition of 
physical tiredness, I can’t say. But I do 
know that the conditions we performers 
encounter in jumping from town to town 
on one-night stands are far from satisfac- 
tory. 

Having filled engagements across the 
nation, | know from personal experience 
that show people are too often “taken” by 
hotel and restaurant owners. Oddly 
enough, it is in the smaller towns where 
we run into the most unsanitary living 
quarters and are charged as much as four 
times more for meals than townspeople 
pay. 

Hoping to win support in my determina- 
tion to better the living conditions for per- 
formers and musicians, I said in a news- 
paper interview a short time ago, “Unless 
we performers do something about this, 
then we will continue to be the victims 
of unscrupulous hotel keepers who jack 
the prices up when they know we're com- 
ing to their town. 

“Not only are the hotels filthy, but the 
restaurants where we have to eat are hor- 
rible, too. They cook in rancid grease and 
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charge us $1.50 for a ham sandwich which 
a local can buy for thirty-five cents.” 

We have AGVA (American Guild of 
Variety Artists) to protect us as far as 
salaries and working conditions are con- 
cerned, so why not an organization to do 
something about these conditions that all 
performers, from star to chorine, must en- 
dure? Actually, 'm not thinking mainly 
of the stars because we can perhaps better 
afford the exorbitant prices. It is the side 
man in a band, the band valet, or my own 
maid—the little people—who must pay 
out most of what they earn while on the 
road. Too often it turns out that they are 
going along just for the ride. 

I recall in one small town one of the 
girls in the show told me that a hotel keep- 
er had shown her a cramped, two-by-four 
room. “How much?” she asked. 

“Four dollars with and three 
without.” was the answer. 

Puzzled, she asked what he meant by 
“without.” 

“Without a window!” he said. 

In another town, we arrived after mid- 
night and the troupe checked into the only 
hotel. Dead tired, we all practically fell 
into our beds. Seven o’clock the next 
morning we rudely awakened and 
routed from our beds. Wondering whether 

a fire or some other emergency had oc- 
Sad, we hurried downstairs. 

“Check-out time!” the desk clerk bluntly 
announced, holding out his hand for an- 
other day’s rent. 

I am well aware that we Negro perform- 
ers have to work the South; that’s where 
our biggest—and in many ways, the most 
loyal—audience is. I also recognize that 
in many places Negro businessmen haven’t 
had the opportunity to build up their 
businesses. However, they might follow 
the example of people in Charleston, Co- 
lumbia and other places where we enjoy 
decent and comfortable accommodations. 


dollars 


were 


M*. CONCERN for my fellow perform- 

ers is genuine. I sincerely feel no dif- 
ference between and the 
paid new arrival in show business just be- 
cause my name happens to be up in lights. 
Some people complain, “Ruth, you don’t 
act like a ‘name.’” I don’t mind; in fact. 
I’m glad. That’s the way my mother raised 
me. 

I've played the Bandbox and Birdland 
on Broadway, appeared at Cafe Society 
Downtown and in theaters and dance halls 
throughout the country, but I still haven’t 
grown up to the point where I’m not 
nervous when I meet big people. 

I get the jitters whenever I’m around 
famous people like William Marshall of 
the movies, singer Herb Jeffries, and mil- 
lionairess Doris Duke, whom I met at a 
Hollywood night club. During the intro- 
ductions they were busy shaking my hand 
—and I was shaking like a leaf! 

When I met Billy Eckstine 
nervous, I couldn’t sing a note! 

Basically, I guess I’m still a corn-fed 
Virginia girl; one who has done every- 


myself lowest- 


I was so 


thing from picking cotton to plowing a 
field. Perhaps I’ve come a long way from 
those days, but I know I'll never be a mil- 
lionaire. I’m a sucker for a sad story. 
Anything I have belongs to my family and 


my friends, even a stranger who gives me 
a hard luck tale. 

But I love my work and I have fun. 
There’s no thrill in the world that can 


compare with the applause from an appre- 
It’s great—but I must 
the curtain falls and 


down, I find it kind of 


ciative audience. 
that 
the applause dies 
lonesome. 

Oh, I’ve had 
From all types—men with money and men 
with plenty of nothing. But I don’t want 
a man who wants me because I’m Ruth 


confess when 


my share of proposals. 


Brown. I want someone who can love me 
because I’m Ruth. I don’t want the lights 
of the theater to get in his eyes and blind 
him to the real me. 

There is a man in my life now who fills 
the bill. He happens to be in show busi- 
ness also and I know only too well that 
show business is hard on a marriage. But 
finally do get married, I know 
little knocks and bruises 
confident that 


if we 
there'll be 
hind it, but I’m 
make it. 

Maybe it’s just another dream and may- 
be it will come true. When it happens, 
my public will be able to tell because 
then I'll start to sing happier songs. 


THE END 


we can 


be- 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 12) 


nimble thimble is also the one who knows 
how to wear and mix colors, choose the 
proper outfits for every occasion, and how 
to stay sharp on a slender budget. 

Make this a year of discovery—discovery 
of yourself and of the world around you. 
If you’re in a rut, join a club made up of 
live-wire kids with high-voltage personali- 
ties and golden objectives. They'll haul 
you out of the doldrums in no time at all. 
If you think your mind is gathering rust 
from disuse, try exploring some new field 
of interest—music, or art, or even litera- 
ture. 

It will give you something to talk about, 

lose yourself in, when conversation or 
time weighs heavily. Don’t hamper your- 
self this year with any silly notions about 
what you cannot do or cannot enjoy. The 
ceiling is unlimited when it comes to having 
fun and at the same time growing into a 
happier, more likeable human being. 
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even if you don't know 
a single note of music now! 


] MAGINE! Even if you never dreamed you could play . 
you can soon surprise your friends with your music: ai 


ability. No special talent or previous trz nining needed. 
Spend ~~ > few minutes a day—and only a few nts per 
lesson. h yourself to play piano, guitar, accordion 


sort ‘instrament you choose. Make amazingly rapid 
progress because you start right out jae real pieces 
by note. No boring exercises to do. Over 900.000 peo- 
ple have chosen this easy home study 
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Marriage 
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[ missed Georgette while she was away, 
lthough outwardly I seemed to be having 
, ball. To tell the truth, without the calm, 
teadying influence of my cousin I went 
erboard in my quest for male attention 
d popularity. So while other girls in our 

were either going on to school or mar- 

g and settling down, I continued to 

the field. I had no intentions of get- 

serious. 

rhe one fellow who didn’t seem to mind 
flippant attitude and kept coming back 

for more was Tony Osborne, a gay bach- 
with plenty of money—and experience. 

my was quite a bit older than I and had 
been married once, although no one had 
seen his wife or knew what had be- 

of her. He was loads of fun and I 

a lot of him despite my “parents’” 

ections, 

Nobody had anything definite against 
Tony, but he was sort of a mystery man. 
People suspected he was involved in other 

vities besides the operation of his small, 

it very elegant cocktail lounge. Actually, 
only thing Uncle Ernest and Aunt Kay 

id against him was that he was an older 
with the reputation of being some- 
of a playboy. This made him all the 
exciting to me, of course. 

Then, too, Tony was always around; even 
the younger fellows with marriage on 
minds gave up, he was available for 

Often I'd phone him without any 
ce and complain that I had no one to 
me to a dance or some other affair. 

{ny time for you, Dee-baby!” he’d say. 
Just tell me when and where to pick 


up. 
edless to say, this always did a lot for 
co. Tony had a nice car and we made 
triking two-some wherever we went. 
wanted me to marry him and pro- 
d at least two times whenever we went 
together, once when he picked me up 
| again when we said goodnight. 
Have fun tonight?” he’d ask as he 
parked the car and go into his little ritual. 
You know I did!” Id reply. 
lhen he’d take me in his arms and say, 
Then how about making it permanent?” 
His technique was smooth as silk and his 
es never failed to send little shivers of 
tement along my spine. Yet, for some 
ison, I could never quite put my whole 
art into it, despite Tony’s ardent love- 
I don’t know why I was holding 
ck, except that, like all girls, I had my 
secret picture of the man I’d some 
It wasn’t Tony, much as I 


mal 
Nanking, 


ay marry. 
liked him. 
then Georgette returned home after her 
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third year—engaged. She was so happy 
and excited about it that I couldn’t help 
but feel glad for her. Her rather plain, 
but good-featured face positively glowed. 

“Oh, Dee, he’s the most wonderful guy 
in the world!” she raved, an ecstatic ex- 
pression on her face. She sat on my bed 
and let herself fall back as if she were 
sinking into a cloud bank. She rolled over 
on her stomach and cradled her head on 
her folded arms. “Of course, don’t expect 
to see another Tony Osborne when you 
meet Harvey.” she cautioned. 

“Let’s hope not. I couldn’t stand it!” I 
laughed. 

“Harvey’s good-looking, but in a differ- 
ent way,” she went on. “You'll see.” 

“You mean he’s coming here?” I asked. 

Georgette nodded happily. “He’s got to 
meet my parents before we get married,” 
she told me. “I’d marry him anyway, of 
course, but I want their approval—and 
yours too. Especially you. Dee,” she added 
sincerely, “I want you to like him.” 

I patted her cheek. “Honey, I’d like him 
no matter who he was or what he looked 
like, just because yow’re in love with him!” 

It’s funny how you say things in jest 
only to find out later that your words were 
strangely prophetic. That’s what happened 
to me when Uncle Ernest brought Harvey 
home from the station that day. A bunch 
of Georgette’s friends had been invited 
over and the house was in an uproar. But 
the moment my cousin led him up to me 
and said, “Darling, this is my sister, Dee,” 
I knew that there was the one man in the 
world who could command my love. 

The tall, serious-faced young man said, 
“['ve heard so much about you from 
Georgette I could have picked you out in 
a crowd twice as big as this.” 

I smiled up at him and put my hand in 
his. I was lost. The noise. the crowd, every- 
thing faded into the background, leaving 
only we two standing there in the middle 
of the living room floor. 

Then Georgette was dragging him off to 
meet someone else and life trembled to a 
halt. Shakily. I made my way to a quiet 
corner and sat down to recover from the 
discovery that my whole world had sud- 
denly been turned upside down. 

The one man in all the world for me be- 
longed to someone else! Ordinarily, that 
would never have kept me from going after 
him, but this time my rival would be 
Georgette. She was too sweet. too trusting, 
too close to me for me to deliberately hurt 
her. 


N® THERE WAS only one thing to do 

—forget Harvey. That would be 
easier said than done, I reflected, watching 
the two of them dancing on the other side 
of the room. Harvey wasn’t a slick dancer 
like Tony, but he moved gracefully around 
the floor, holding Georgette as tenderly as 
if she were a fragile doll. Once his deep- 
set eyes turned my way and his smile set 
my heart to pounding in a crazy, unex- 
plainable fashion. I made up my mind 


then to stay out of Harvey’s way; the less 
I saw of him the better. 

However, it was impossible to avoid him 
altogether. When he wasn’t calling on 
Georgette, he was at the house talking med- 
icine with Uncle Ernest. Harvey had just 
graduated from med school and he spent a 
lot of time that summer with my uncle in 
his office in the basement of the house. 

One night near the end of summer, 
Georgette and I were sitting up talking, 
enjoying a last cigarette before turning in, 
My cousin was sitting on her bed with her 
knees drawn up under her chin. 

“T sure hate to see this summer end,” 
she said with a sigh. “I don’t know how 
I'll live through another year of school.” 

“School?” I asked incredulously. “But 
I thought you told me that Harvey was 
staying here for his interneship.” 

“He is,” she replied. “Dad suggested it 
and he’s going to help Harvey get started. 
That’s very important for a young doctor, 
you know.” 

“Then when are you two going to get 
married?” I asked. 

“Next year,” she said unhappily. 

“Don’t put it off, Georgette,” I begged, 
jumping up and going over to her. 

“Gosh sakes! I want to marry him, Dee 
—right this minute!” she said. “But I’ve 
got to think about Mother and Dad. I owe 
them a lot. They’d never forgive me if I 
didn’t finish college.” 

“You could marry Harvey before you go 
back to school,” I reminded her. 

“I'd never go back to school, then!” she 
laughed. She turned her frank gaze on me. 
“Why. I believe you’re more upset about 
it than I am, Dee!” 

I turned away and savagely crushed out 
my cigarette. “It’s just—well, I want to 
see you happy, that’s all,” I lied. I paced 
the floor nervously. You’ve found your man, 
honey—grab him and hold on to him! my 
heart was shouting, but aloud, I said, “That 
‘Mrs.’ in front of your name will mean a 
whole lot more than that ‘B.A.’ behind it, 
Georgette!” 

She smiled gently. “Not as the wife of 
an ambitious young doctor,” she told me. 
“It’s important to Harvey’s career.” 

I didn’t argue any further. What was the 
use? She had her mind made up already, 
and anyway, my heart wasn’t in it. Secret: 
ly, | was glad to see her go, but at the 
same time I was afraid of what might hap- 
pen when she was no longer around as a 
constant reminder that Harvey was not a 
free man. 

I purposely was not at home the night 
of the little farewell party for Georgette. I 
pretended I had a previous engagement, 
then phoned Tony to tell him we had a 
date. As always, he picked me up on 
schedule, and I waited for his usual pro- 
posal of marriage. When it didn’t come as 
I had anticipated, I stole a glance at the 

grim profile of his handsome face. 

“What’s the matter, Tony?” I asked. 
“You haven’t even noticed my new outfit?” 

He took one hand from the wheel of his 
new convertible and smoothed down his 
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thick black mustache. “One of these days 
you're going to call and nothing’s going to 
happen,” he said reprovingly. “Good old 
dependable Tony won't be around every 
time you crook your finger.” 

[ laid a hand on his arm. “Please, Tony 
_don’t fuss at me. I feel bad enough al- 
ready.” 

“No better for you!” he said in a grumpy 
voice. “You know what you need? What 
your sister’s getting—a man who’ll bring 
you down out of those clouds you're float- 
ing around in!” 

| laughed lightly, relaxing a little. 

vou applying for the job?” 
’ Tony turned and looked at me, his brows 
drawn into a fierce scowl. “I guess I am— 
Heaven help me! I know at least a dozen 
sirls who’d—” He stopped abruptly, then 
heaved a sigh of resignation. “Who am I 
trying to kid? For me it’s you or nobody. 
Always will be.” 

I felt almost sorry for him, and I wished 
with all my heart I could love him the way 
he wanted me to. But I couldn’t deny the 
terrible yearning inside me for the man I 
couldn’t have. 

Tony had to stop by his place for a mo- 
ment, but found that one of his bartenders 
had failed to report for work, so Tony had 
to fill in. I sat at the bar, talking with him 
whenever I got the chance, but it was hope- 
less; he was just too busy to devote any 
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time to me. Finally, I decided there was 
no point in hanging around any longer so 
I went home. 

Harvey met me at the door. “Where’ve 
you been?” he asked. “I—that is, we were 
wondering if you’d make it.” 

“Dee had an important date tonight,” 
Georgette said, slipping an arm around my 
waist and leading me inside. 

“Maybe she was out getting herself en- 
gaged,” one of the girls in the crowd said, 
then added, “It’s about time!” 

“It would be nice if you and Tony de- 
decided to make it a double wedding,” 
Georgette said quickly, to cover the catty 
remark, 

Later, as Harvey and I danced, I got my 
first inkling that my attraction to him 
wasn’t completely one-sided. His hand 
trembled as he pressed it against my back. 
“You're not really thinking seriously about 
marrying this guy Tony, are you?” he 
asked. 

“Why not?” I countered, my pulse sud- 
denly pounding like crazy. 

“Because—well, I don’t think he’s your 
type,” Harvey said somewhat gruffly. But 
the deep concern mirrored in his eyes told 
me there was more than that troubling him. 

I told him evenly, “I like Tony, but I’m 
hot going to marry him.” 

His arm tightened about me and his lips 
brushed against my hair. “He’s not right 
for you, Dee. I couldn’t bear to see you 
hurt,” he whispered. 

For a fleeting moment I let myself enjoy 
the warmth of his embrace, then quickly 
drew back, afraid that someone else might 
notice what was suddenly no longer a se- 
cret between us—that we were drawn to- 


gether by some power that was almost too 
strong to resist. 

Our eyes met briefly, and in that instant 
I knew it was true. Harvey was in love 
with me just as I was in love with him. 
Too shaken by our discovery to dance any 
more, we left the floor and discreetly avoid- 
ed each other for the rest of the evening. 

Then Georgette went back to school and 
staying away from Harvey became harder 
than ever. I thought about him a lot, 
realizing that without my cousin there, he 
was mine for the taking. It would have 
been so easy; I'd had plenty of practice. 
But each time my firm resolve weakened, 
I’d remind myself of Georgette. I couldn’t 
do such a thing to her, I told myself. / just 
couldn’t! 


T WAS JUST a question of time, how- 

ever, before Harvey and I would meet 
face to face. I’d seen him several times 
from a distance when I was in the neigh- 
borhood of the hospital where he was an 
interne. He looked so tall and distinguished 
in his white uniform, and at the same time 
appeared so worn and weary that I had to 
suppress an urge to run over to him and 
hold him in my arms. 

Harvey was kept so busy at the hospital 
he no longer had time to visit Uncle Ernest 
at the house. So when I finally did run 
into him about a month after Georgette 
had left for school, it was so unexpected I 
could only stand there in the middle of the 
sidewalk and stare at him in open-mouthed 
surprise. 

A slow smile creased his serious face. 
“Don’t look so astonished,” he said. “They 
don’t keep us caged up all the time.” 

I made some inconsequential remark and 
we stood there feasting our eyes on each 
other. After a moment he said, “You're 
looking well, Dee. It’s good to see someone 
so warm and alive after seeing nothing but 
the sick and ailing day in and day out.” 

“T feel well, Harvey,” I said, unable to 
think of anything more brilliant. 

“Well enough to have a drink with a 
lowly and very lonely interne?” 

I nodded quickly. “If you let me pay 
for mine,” I told him, remembering how 
little money an interne gets. 

Harvey took my arm. “Not on your life! 
One day a month we internes come out of 
our antiseptic prisons and become human 
beings. Today was payday and we’re going 
to have a ball.” He pulled out his wallet 
and peeked inside. “A small-sized one, 
maybe, but a ball!” he added, his eyes 
crinkling at the corners. 

“You’re crazy!” I laughed, falling into 
step beside him. 

“Is that how you feel about me?” he 
asked casually. 

I concentrated my gaze on the cracks in 
the sidewalk as we strode along. “No—I 
love you,” I answered, just as casually. 

“Yes—I know,” Harvey said thoughtful- 
ly. “What are we going to do about it, 
Dee?” 

“Nothing. We both like Georgette too 
much to do anything to hurt her.” 
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He didn’t argue that; there was nothing 
to say. And later, in the dimly lit bar, 
Harvey took my hand in his and we just 
sat there staring silently into our drinks. 

“It’s not right!” he said suddenly with 
such intensity that I looked up in alarm. 

You'll end up marrying Tony and ruin 
both our lives.” 

I shook my head. 

‘He'll keep hanging around you and 
eventually wear down your resistance,” 
Harvey insisted. 

“Look, darling, be reasonable,” I plead- 
ed. “I can take Tony or leave him. But 
you—you have to marry Georgette.” 

\n unhappy expression crossed his face. 
‘I think Georgette is a wonderful person, 
and I wouldn’t hurt her for the world,” he 
told me, and added with grim determina- 
tion, “But I’m not going to let you throw 
yourself away on a guy like Tony!” 

It was then I realized that I was the one 
who had to take the action. Harvey was 
just infatuated with me, I told myself. He 
was like a highschool boy with a crush on 
the pretty English teacher and suffering 
the pangs of growing up. 

So with a biting cruelness I said, “You're 
engaged to Georgette. My private life is 
my own and there’s nothing you can do 
about it!” 

With that, I left him, satisfied that I had 
done the right thing. But at the same time 
realizing that we must never be alone to- 
gether again—it was not my nature to be 
so self-sacrificing. 

Georgette came home for the Christmas 
vacation into the joyous holiday atmos- 
phere. Seeing her again, so kind and 
thoughtful and trusting, made me glad I 
had resisted the temptation to steal Harvey 
away from her. For all his intelligence 
and education, he was no match for a girl 
like me, who had been using her charms 
for years to get the things she wanted. 

Nevertheless, after my cousin had left 
on her first date with Harvey, I had to 
fight down the twinge of jealousy that 
knifed through me. Stepping aside for 
someone else, voluntarily giving up some- 
thing I wanted was a new and galling ex- 
perience for me. 

I sat alone in my room, my thoughts 
jumbled and confused. I felt blue, unsure 
of myself. Even the thought of phoning 
to take me out somewhere had no 
appeal. 

Why, oh why, couldn’t I have been the 
one born with brains and not cursed with 
the kind of beauty that turns good men 
into fools? It wasn’t merely vanity that 
made me curse my physical charms; there 
had been times in the past when they had 
proved enough to dazzle men who belonged 
to someone else. 

Now, as I stood before the full length 
mirror in my bedroom, I took stock of 
myself, tried to appraise myself objec- 
tively. My hair was feathery-cut into 
feathery curls that gave my face a pixie 
quality; my slim form was narrow at the 
waist but flared out into rounded hips and 
then tapered into long, coltish legs. 
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I was only too well aware what ideas 
went whirling through the heads of men 
much more experienced and sophisticated 
than Harvey—Tony, for instance. Yet, 
there was more to true love than mere 
physical attraction, I warned myself. Was 
Harvey really in love with me, or just in- 
fatuated? I asked my reflection. 

I had finally settled down to reading a 
magazine when Georgette came in. She 
closed the door quietly, then flung herself 
on her bed, face to the wall. 

“Have a nice time?” I asked, when it 
appeared that she wasn’t going to speak. 

A harsh laugh escaped her lips. “Oh, 
wonderful!” she said with biting sarcasm. 
“Harvey was very kind.” 

I was a little baffled by her tone. “Kind? 
Now that you mention it, that’s the kind 
of person he is.” 

“But you haven’t seen him at his best, 
Dee!” my cousin cried. She rolled over 
on her side and I was shocked to see the 
tears streaming down her face. “You 
should see him easing out of an engage- 
ment,” she continued in a quavering voice. 
“Kind—very apologetic—a gentleman to 
the bitter end!” 

I gasped. “Oh, no, Georgette! 

She screwed up her face, nodding mis- 
erably. “It’s all over between us,” she 
wailed. 

Fear like a thing alive throbbed in my 
throat. “But what makes you think such 
a thing?” I asked, my voice dull and 
toneless. 

“There’s someone else—I know it!” She 
tossed away a sodden tissue and pulled 
another from the box on the night stand. 
“T suspected something was wrong when 
he suddenly stopped writing those long, 
passionate letters to me. I thought it was 
because he was too busy. He was busy all 
right!” 

I wet my lips nervously and fumbled for 
a cigarette. “Did he tell you there was 
another girl?” I asked cautiously. 

Georgette shook her head. “He didn’t 
have to. His coolness could only mean 
one thing.” She pressed her fingers to her 
temple. “I—I don’t know what to do, Dee. 
Oh, I’m not concerned about myself—I 
had a feeling all along that it was too 
good to be true. 

“But—what about Mother and Dad? 
Mother’s already planning a big wedding, 
and Dad—they both will be terribly hu- 
miliated, and—” She suddenly gave in to 
the sobs that had been welling up inside 
her, and all I could do was stand there, 
sick at heart and feeling like a traitor. 

All that night I lay in my bed, painfully 
conscious of my cousin’s presence just 
across the room. I had never seen her so 
broken up before and her deep despair 
was transmitted to me through the dark- 
ness. Once or twice during the night I 
heard her stirring fitfully in her troubled 
sleep. Shame and misery hung over me 
like an oppressive blanket. 

I couldn’t help thinking about my uncle 
and aunt, who had been father and mother 
to me. Like any other parents, they were 
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convinced that their daughter would be 
the perfect mate for the best man in the 
world; certainly a definite asset to an up. 
and-coming young professional man like 
Harvey. I knew that Uncle Ernest was 
looking forward to taking Harvey into his 
office, while Aunt Kay had her heart set 
on having the handsome young doctor for 
a son-in-law. 

But you can feel sorry for other people 
only so long; after a certain point you begin 
thinking of yourself. Over and over again 
I asked myself if I could wreck the dreams 
of three people who meant so much to me 
in order to satisfy my own selfish desires, 
And the answer came back—“Why not? 
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He’s yours for the taking! 


DIDN’T HEAR from Harvey until two 

days later, Christmas Eve. Georgette 
was upstairs staring moodily out the win- 
dow, and Aunt Kay, who plainly showed 
her concern, was the one who answered 
the phone when Harvey called. 

“It’s for you, Dee,” she called from the 
hallway. 

Her face was tired and drawn as she 
handed me the phone and her eyes 
searched my face in bewilderment. I had 
a feeling it was Harvey on the line and 
I wondered if my aunt had recognized his 
voice. 

The way her shoulders slumped as she 
walked slowly away told me that she had. 
But at the first sound of Harvey’s deep, 
vibrant voice, I no longer cared. They'll 
have to find it out sooner or later, I told 
myself. ; 

“IT guess you know why I called,” he 
said. 

“Yes, I know,” I replied, making sure 
Aunt Kay was out of earshot. 

“You said there was nothing I could do 
about you and me,” he went on, “But I 
had to do something, Dee, feeling the way 
I do about you. You’re in my blood like a 
strange and powerful virus!” 

The adoration in his voice set my heart 
pounding a wild drumbeat, but I asked, 
“Do you have the slightest idea of what 
you've done to this family? The house 
is like a morgue!” I added, shuddering 
slightly. 

“Do they know?” 

“That I took you away from Georgette? 
No—not yet, anyway.” 

“They'll hate me, won’t they, Dee?” 

“They'll hate both of us! It’s an awful 
mess!” 

“Sorry I did it?” he asked softly. 

“No—no, darling, I’m glad,” I told him. 

“Then meet me here at the hospital 
tonight,” he said eagerly. “I’ve got to 
go on ward duty now, but I'll be free 
around 10.” 

Suddenly doubt assailed me. “But, Har- 
vey—” 

“Can’t talk now, sweet,” he broke in, 
“ten o’clock at the entrance around on 
Elm street. Goodbye!” 

Needless to say, at 10 o’clock that night 
I was approaching the Elm street entrance 
of the hospital. The side street was dark 
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of my being with desire. Slowly, he bent 
me back, down against the cot. 

And then, desperately, I needed to know 
if he really loved me. In a panic, I tore 
my lips from his and using a trick I'd 
ised more than once before, I squirmed 

from under him and swung my legs 
ver the side of the cot. Harvey reached 
for me, panting and flustered. I eluded 
grasp. 
‘What’s the idea?” he demanded, his 
eyes glazed with frustrated emotion. “This 

a hell of a time to start teasing, Dee!” 

By then, I’d recovered my self-assurance. 
[ knew then what I wanted; certainly not 

affair in some hidden corner of a base- 
ment. “What about your engagement to 
Georgette?” I asked calmly. “Do I get 
her ring or are you going to buy me one 
f my own?” 

\ look of incredulity crossed his face. 
You’re holding out for marriage?” 

“T always have,” I told him. “You’re the 
first man to make me almost forget it.” 

Harvey threatened, then pleaded and 


begged. He reminded me how important 


a good marriage was to a man who wanted 
to get ahead. Georgette had highly re- 
spected parents and a college education; 
I had neither. But if I'd only be sensible, 
he told me, I could see that his marriage 
to my cousin wouldn’t make any differ- 
ence ... 

My loathing for him grew as I watched 
him grovel and listened to him outline the 
secret romance we could have. Yes, he was 
mine for the taking—but I suddenly dis- 
covered that what I had wanted all along 
was a real man. 

On my way out, I stopped at the phone 
booth in the lobby and called Tony. 

“You caught me at a bad time, Dee- 
baby,” he said brusquely. “The bar is 
jumping and-I’ve got my hands full.” 

“I wanted you to pick me up at the 
hospital,” I said into the phone. “I was 
going to ask you if you still want to 
marry me.” 

The sound of glass crashing to the floor 
came over the wire, and I was weeping 
tears of happiness as I walked outside to 
wait for him. THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


a long-distance romance. 

His coming over on week-ends became a 
habit and then one day he brought all of 
his clothes in his car and took a room 
nearby where I lived so we could see each 
other constantly. He gave as his reason 
that “he couldn’t bear to be away from me 
too long and that he was jealous of those 
Detroit guys.” 

In the meantime, I graduated and be- 
came a telephone operator. We had fun 
courting for a year and I especially liked 
when we were riding home in his conver- 
tible from an affair and he would play the 
midget record player he had in the glove 
compartment of his auto. One could hardly 
sit in the car without plopping down on 
phonograph records. 

His mother and father invited me over to 
Chicago to witness him box Sammy Angott. 
This was the first time that I had seen him 
box and I was pretty impressed, if I must 
say so myself. 

On July 15, 1948, he phoned me from 
Chicago and in anxious tones told me that 
he had to see me right away and for me to 
take the next plane to meet him. He met 
me as | stepped off the plane and pulled 
out a long notebook. Opening it, he started 
calling off expense figures, such as plane 
fare to Detroit, long distance calls to De- 
troit, ete. This, he said, cost him a lot of 
money and he had thought about it for two 
weeks and reached the conclusion that if 
we were married, it could cut down ex- 
penses by fifty per cent. 

So, two days later, without telling any- 
one, we were married in the Windy City at 
the home of Rev. J. S. Holly. We later 
broke the news to his parents, Lawyer, Sr., 
and Adletha. 

On February 7, 1950, our son, Ricky, was 
orn. Johnny then became very serious 


} 


iU 


because he immediately started talking 
about doing this and that for his son. He 
stays home quite a bit playing with Ricky 
in our Flushing, Long Island home, in the 
suburbs of N.Y. 

Since we married, I’ve only been to one 
of his fights and that was when he won 
the NBA version of the welterweight cham- 
pionship. Even though I went, I didn’t 
actually see the fight because just as he 
entered the ring I became nervous and fled 
to the ladies’ room where I stayed. 

I phoned a friend from there and she 
told me over the phone that he had whipped 
Charles Fusari for the title. Only then, 
did I come out and wait outside his dress- 
ing room for him. 

I can’t explain it, but I just can’t stand 
the sight of blood or brutal actions. When- 
ever he takes a punch from his opponent 
I get a sickly feeling inside. I guess it’s 
because I love the guy and don’t want to 
see anyone hitting him. When it’s your 
man in the ring, that’s when it affects you. 
It’s almost the same as if you were taking 
the punishment yourself. 

When Johnny retires from the ring he 
wants to buy a business of some kind in 
Chicago, where he was reared, although he 
was born in Little Rock, Arkansas. His 
only extravagance is cars. Last year he 
traded his Cadillac for a racing model 
Jaguar. I worry about him when he’s out 
in it as I know he’s anxious to see whether 
it really will travel 140 mph, as the speed- 
ometer says. 

Being married to a prizefighter calls for 
adjustments in a girl’s life. She has to be 
able to keep her husband’s mind at ease 
because worrying him can affect his train- 
ing routine, resulting in his putting up a 
bad fight and prebably losing the decision. 
I’ve found out that unless a fighter has a 
contented mind, he'll wind up punch 
drunk. And I sure don’t want that to hap- 
pen to my Johnny. 


Confessions 
Of A Dise 
Jockey 


(Continued from Page 21) 


He’s already on the payroll and being 
trained secretly.” 

The item caused a sensation in town. 
The day it came out, I strolled confidently 
down Dixwell Avenue. dressed to kill. be- 
ing stopped every other minute by eagerly 
congratulatory acquaintances. I had the 
same stock answer for all of them. 

“Thanks, but don’t believe everything 
you read. You know these newspaper fel- 
lows. Anything to create a little excite- 
ment.” 

But. with the twinkle in my eye, I let 
them know that the item was true. 

I walked self-consciously into my former 
place of employment. I was a big shot for 
real. People fired questions at me, pressed 
me to let them buy a drink and the boss 
himself came up, grinning, to shake my 
hand. 

There was one task I had to perform 
however. that Monday morning. I walked 
into Mr. Lawlor’s office, looking very con- 
cerned. With great sincerity and pain in 
my voice. I asked him whether he had 
heard of the JET item. He had and, I 
thought. he looked at me searchingly. 

“Mr. Lawlor.” I told him. “I’m very un- 
happy about this getting out. I wouldn't 
want you to think I’ve said a word to any- 
one. I can’t imagine how... .” 

He cut me off. There was a smile on 
his face. 

“Tt’s okay, Walton.” he told me. “We 
had a little meeting this morning. Decided 
to release the news about your new job 
anyway. Studio fellows tell me you've 
picked up real well. show a lot of promise. 
You can consider yourself a permanent 
member of the family around here now.” 

I wanted to shout with exultation. I 
managed a calm, respectful smile. 

“Thank you, sir,” I told my boss. “T'll 
try to live up to your confidence. [ still 
don’t want you to think I’d do a thing like 
betraying the station.” 

I got out of there, pretty well pleased 
with my cleverness. As I think back. I 
don’t remember even giving Sally credit 
for engineering the deal. I was a big shot. 


N A COUPLE of days, the story came 

out in the daily newspapers. They car- 
ried my picture and a story about three 
paragraphs long. The next day I went on 
the air. A little nervous and somewhat 
shaking about this awesome new experi- 
ence, I managed to get through the first 
broadcast fairly well. 

There were telegrams of congratulation 
from leading business men and civic lead- 
ers. There was fan mail beginning to come 
through. These factors, plus a kind word 
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from Mr. Lawlor after the first week on the 
air, caused my confidence to build. Not 
only was I a big shot. I was a success as 
well. 

The Negro business community was re- 
acting favorably to the station’s move. My 
one-hour show was sold completely and the 
sales staff had enough business within six 
months to get me another half-hour of 
time. 

Sally Gaither was living in 
heaven. She was the envy of many of the 
girls in the community who obviously won- 
dered how she rated keeping company with 
the town’s first and only disc jockey. Sally 
made the most of her triumph. She was 
condescending with her green-eyed girl- 
friends. Sally didn’t know she was due for 
an upset. 

Here’s how that came about. 

Whether you know it or not, a disc 
jockey is one of the most sought-after per- 
sons in today’s community. Recording art- 
ists want him to play their records. Record 
companies seek his favor. Night club per- 
formers want to take advantage of his con- 
nections. Civic and community leaders, 
interested in putting over their programs 
and social clubs struggling for recognition 
by the public all play into his hands. 

But the most persistent courtiers of a 
disc jockey are the socialites who pretend 
not to listen to his show but who want to 
hear their names mentioned over the air 
and make believe they’re not thrilled. 

I found suddenly that I was on the mail- 
ing roster of every club which held a party 
or gave a dance. I was invited to private, 
exclusive affairs in homes where I’d never 
dared dream of going. My popularity in- 
creased to the extent that I was doubling 
my income, accepting stints as master of 
ceremonies at dances. It was at a real 
upper-crust sorority dance that I met Jan- 
ice Proctor. 

Janice’s dad was the top Negro real 
estate broker on Dixwell Avenue. He had 
a beautifully-appointed office, a staff of 
salespeople and a Cadillac half a block 
long. As a kid, selling newspapers on Dix- 
well, I'd always eyed his big office with 
respect, watched him enviously as he went 
back and forth to work, alighting from his 
Cadillac. 

Like many socialite girls, Janice had a 
lot more background than beauty. To tell 
the truth, she was real plain-looking. But 
when I was introduced to her, the magic 
of the name overwhelmed me. One thing I 
know. A bad-looking dame is a sucker for 
well-placed compliments. So I went to 
work. 

I danced with her three in a row. I told 
her her gown was the prettiest in the place. 
I paid her as much attention as a Secret 
Service man gives the President during a 
campaign. But I knew this wouldn’t be 
enough. Dames like Janice got attention 
all the time from men who had their eyes 
on the family exchequer. Dames like Jan- 
va had to be shocked. I set out to shock 
er. 
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note, especially on the disc jockey shows. 
And today that can be fatal. Because most 
popular artists now are not able to keep 
at work without adequate d.j. plugs of 
their material. However, Joyce is not one 
of them. She gets steady bookings despite 
the condition. But that’s because she has 
a talent so exciting she can maintain a 
topflight rating on personal appearances 
alone. Few performers working today can 
claim that sort of pull. 

On records, Joyce has done little of late. 
But what she has done would easily get by 
radio censors, for she bridled her usual sex 
intonations in recording the songs. One of 
her most recent releases is a coupling of 
It?s Only Human and After You’ve Gone. 
She is somewhat less effective than normal 
on the sides but still quite listenable. 

* * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: MGM’s | 
Can Read Between the Lines/It Can’t Be 
Wrong with baritone stylist Billy Eckstine 
registering well on two ballad offerings 
that are likely to score heavily with fans. 
Mr. B. strikes an engaging mood on both. 
A-side, a newie, has a groovy beat and 
some familiarly intimate Eckstine phras- 
ing. The flipper is a revival of an oldie, 
chirped here freshly and soulfully by the 
nation’s Number One crooner. This side 
has strong juke box potentials. 

GOOD: Mercury’s Song of the Islands/ 
Royal Garden Blues, a pair of old rhythm 
favorites which the Count Basie sextette 
paces through at a relaxed but swinging 
gait. Count plays organ on the coupling, 
exhibiting a polished style on the instru- 
ment as he lays down the heaviest support 
for the instrumental soloists. 

Starred in solo stints are trumpeter Joe 
Newman and tenor saxist Paul Quinchette. 
Buddy Rich sat in on drums for Count’s 
regular drummer, Gus Johnson, and aided 
greatly in making the two sides come off 
as real first-rate jazz. 

RECOMMENDED: Okeh’s You Let My 
Love Get Cold/Dreamin’ and Cryin’, two 
torch tunes delivered by Hadda Brooks in 
her typically sultry vocal fashion. As 
could be expected from Hadda, the results 
are unusually appealing. She has some 
valuable aid from a good-sounding tenor 
sax on the pairing. The sides stack up as 
definite hit material for the rhythm and 
blues market. 

ACCEPTABLE: Victor’s Oo-Shoo-Be- 
Do-Be/Biggest Fool, presenting the sharp- 
precisioned singing of the Deep River Boys 
on a bop standard and a slow ballad. They 
give out with some special vocal hi-jinks on 
the topside, lend a warmly romantic flavor 
to the back leaf. The release should go big 
on jukes and disc jockey shows. 

BEST ALBUM: Prestige’s EP of trom- 
bone stylings by talented Bennie Green 
who was never better. Package has four 
sides: Stardust, Serenade to Love, There’s 
a Small Hotel and Embraceable You. 
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WILD, WILD YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown .89 
One Room Country Shack—Mercy Dee.. .89 
Shirley Come Back to Me—Shirley G Lee .89 
PLEASE LOVE ME—B. B. King......... 89 
My Dear, Dearest Darling—Five Willows .89 
MAMA—Ruth Brown................ 89 


O LONELY XMAS—Orioles...... nae 89 
O SILENT NICHT—Rosetta Thorpe... . . .89 
O LORD’S PRAYER—Orioles............. 89 
CO GONNA BE A MERRY XMAS—Nic Nacs_ .89 
O WHITE XMAS—Bing Crosby.......... 89 
O SILENT NIGHT—Mahalia Jackson...... 89 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
O SHAKE A HAND—Fay Adams......... .89 
OC One Scotch, One Bourbon—Amos Milburn .89 
QO | HAD A NOTION—Joe Morris......... 89 
O Tears Keep Tumbling Down—Ruth Brown .89 
O MONEY HONEY—Drifters ............ 89 
O DRUNK—Jimmy Liggins.............. 89 
O DRAGNET BLUES—Johnny Moore...... 89 
QO GOIN TO MEXICO—Lula Reed....... : 2 
O PERFECT WOMAN—Four Blazes..... 89 
O ROSE MARY—Fats Domino....... ra 
O RAGS TO RICHES—Dominoes......... 89 
-] Cryin’ and Drifting Blues—Chas. 89 
O GOLDEN TEARDROPS—Flamingoes. . . .89 
C) SOUL ON FIRE—LaVerne Baker.... ... .89 
C] PLEASE HURRY HOME—5. B. King..... 89 
O THE COMEBACK—Memphis Slim....... 89 
O ALRIGHTY—Five Royales......... —— 
O HEAVEN ONLY KNOWS—Charms..... - .89 
O THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace............. 89 
O DON’T DECEIVE ME—Chuck Willis..... 89 
O FEELIN’ COOD—Little Junior......... 89 
O WALKIN’ IN THE RAIN—Prisonaires... .89 
O BLUES WITH A FEELIN’—Little Walter .89 
O NADINE—Coronets................ . 
O TONGUE-TIED BLUES—Jack Dupree.... .89 
O HONEY HUSH—Joe Turner.......... 89 
O DOLORES—Five Willows.............. 89 
O WHY, OH WHY—Kings.............. 89 
O BABY IT’S YOU—Spaniels........... 89 
O THAT’S MY DESIRE—Flamingoes..... . a 
O THESE FOOLISH THINGS—Dominoes. . 89 
O THIRD DEGREE—Eddie Boyd.......... .89 
O CRYING IN THE CHAPEL—Ori oka sak Ae 
Oo | A eee: 89 
o — r-4 
O SHIRLEY’S BACK—Shirley G Lee....... 89 
QO 89 
© GOOD LOVIN’—The Clovers......... 89 
O JINNY MULE—Big Maybelle.......... 89 
a Rive lewis « = 
89 
oO 89 
O UM MAD—Willie Mabon............ 89 
Oo 89 
5 HELP ME, SOMEBODY—Five Royales.... .89 
0 
O 
Oo 
oO 
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Let Me Go Home, Whiskey—Amos Milburn .89 
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS—Eddie Boyd... .89 
SOFT—Tiny Bradshaw................ 89 


BABY DON’T DO 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace.... .. .89 
I'M GONE—Shirley G Lee........... 89 
! BELIEVE—Eimore james.... 
MY SONG—Johnny Ace............. 89 
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One thing that irritated me was that 
Janice hadn’t said one word all evening 
:bout my show. I doubted whether a girl 
her type listened to record shows. Yet, 
with all the publicity I'd had and the fact 
that I’d been presented on the stage that 
night and given a big hand, I knew she 
must know who I was. 

I set out to needle her into noticing and 
remembering me. We'd been together an 
hour now and Jan was coldly polite, ac- 
cepting my*compliments like some queen 
bored with a courtier. I'd fix her. 

[ came out with a blunt question quite 
unlike the sweet line I’d been handing out 
all evening. We were dancing. 

“Did the girls assign you to be nice to 
me so I’d advertise them on the air, Jan?” 
I asked. 

I felt her stiffen with indignation and 
shock. 

“Tl think you’d better explain that ques- 
tion.” she came back like a duchess. 

[ switched to another attack. 

“Why don’t you stop playing snob?” I 
asked. “You’re not, really. You’re a nice 
kid. Furthermore, if you wore your hair 
different. you wouldn’t even have to be 
pretty. You’d look as nice to everyone as 
I can imagine you.” 

Jan stopped dancing right in the middle 
of the floor. 

‘T think I'll go back and find someone 
who has manners,” she said coolly. She 
turned and walked away from me. I 
grinned. I had that dame going. I could 
tell. I didn’t bother to follow her. But sev- 
eral times, during the rest of the dance, I 
caught her watching me, apparently having 
myself one whale of a time. Actually, I 
was performing for her benefit. Just be- 
fore the dance broke up, I made my way 
over to her. 

“Wanted to thank you for dancing with 
the other half, Miss Proctor,” I told her. 

Remind your maid to wake you up at six 
this morning. Something special I’d like 
you to hear when I go on the air. Some- 
thing just for you.” 

“Good morning,” Jan said icily. She 
turned her back on me. 

I knew she’d be listening at six. That 
was when I dedicated a tune to “a lovely 
lady I met last night at the Theta Psi 
affair.” The number was “You'd Be So 
Easy To Love.” 

[ wasn’t surprised when the phone rang, 
nor when I heard Jan’s voice, not cold any 
longer, but sweetly warm, thanking me for 
the dedication, apologizing for her be- 
havior and asking me to come to dinner 
the following evening. 

[ had arrived. I was going to make my 
invasion into the top social set. It didn’t 
disturb me that I had a standing date with 
Sally the following evening. Sally wasn’t 
for me any more. We weren’t in the same 
league. I was Jack Walton, a big shot, a 
social success. Sally was a girl I'd picked 
up in a bar in the days when I didn’t know 
any better. 

When Sally called me that evening at 
home, I told her frankly that I wouldn’t be 
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seeing her the next night—or any other 
night soon. 

“T understand, Jack,” she told me nas- 
tily. “You’re beginning to believe your 
publicity.” 

I laughed. 

“Speaking of publicity,” I told her. “Tl 
never forget that you helped me get some 
once at the right time. Anytime I can do 
you a favor, kid, let me know. See you 
around. Later—much later.” 

Getting into Jan’s set took me complete- 
ly out of the world of Sally and the Dix- 
well Avenue cronies I’d accepted for years 
as friends. Knowing Jan meant a round 
of bridge parties, formal dances, cocktail 
sessions in the finest homes in town. I 
made sure that a couple of the columnists 
for the weekly papers got tips to link Jan 
and me together as a romantic item. Jan’s 
folks didn’t like that. In fact. for the long- 
est time, they didn’t like me. Rather they 
didn’t approve of my seeing their daughter 
so often. 

This didn’t bother me at all. Everyone 
knows that the best way to insure a girl 
being interested in a fellow is to have her 
parents object. Eventually, I won them 
over by playing the role of the young, am- 
bitious, hard-working fellow who accepted 
the disc jockey business only as a means 
of making it to the top. I concentrated on 
gaining the liking of Mr. Proctor. I was 
going to use him to take another giant step. 

For months I'd been noticing enviously 
the fact that a couple of the town’s pro- 
moters were cleaning up, bringing name 
attractions in and staging gigantic dances. 
Always they came to me, bought time on 
the station and slipped me handsome pres- 
ents to do an extra hard job of plugging 
their attractions. 

The extra money I made this way only 
made my appetite sharper. If I had the 
money to promote just one dance like this, 
I could make enough to do another, then 
another. If my radio show helped them 
gain success, what couldn’t I do on the 
same show for a promotion of my own. 
But I didn’t have the money. 

Jan’s father did. I had sized him up as 
the type of business man who had a fever 
for making money. He would go into any 
proposition that looked sound enough. 
Promoting the kind of dance which would 
never be patronized by his wife or his 
daughter’s set would appeal to him if he 
could make a buck—without it being 
known that he had a hand in such a 
venture. 

Subtly, I built him up about the thou- 
sands of dollars which were being made 
this way, the power of my popular show in 
helping put them over, the fact that, with 
backing. I could make plenty for myself 
and whoever had the foresight to become 
my silent partner. 

I worked things so. well that Mr. Proctor 
thought it was his idea to suggest that he 
invest in a series of promotions, with me 
fronting the deal and him bankrolling it. I 
began quietly with a series of Friday night 
teen-age dances played by better-than-aver- 


age attractions. Then, when I had perfect. 
ed my promotional know-how, I startled 
the town with a terrific Labor Day matinee 
dance featuring Louis Jordan. That was 
the breakthrough to the real money. The 
words “Jack Walton Presents” became the 
usual thing on colorful posters which em. 
blazoned the names of such high-powered 
attractions as Duke Ellington, Count Basie, 
Stan Kenton and others. 

A year after ’'d begun keeping company 
with Jan, I had a twenty-suit wardrobe, a 
scarlet Cadillac convertible, built to my 
own specifications, and two thousand dol- 
lars in the bank. Aside from his frank 
disapproval of my flashy ties and my 
screamingly sensational car, Poppa Proc- 
tor approved of me. He especially ap- 
proved of the substantial returns I'd pro- 
duced on his investment. 

As for Jan, I had her sewed up. Her 
first loves, Schubert, Franz Liszt and Vol- 
taire had been replaced by Basie, Gillespie 
and Down Beat. She was passionately in 
love with me and I pulled every stop to 
fan the fires of her love. We had agreed to 
get married and Jan was for doing it right 
away. 

1 kept putting her off, declaring nobly 
that I didn’t want anyone to think I’d mar- 
ried her for her father’s money. I begged 
her to give me one more year. I had some 
big ideas which would put me in a fine 
financial position, I assured her. Then we 
could get married. 

Another year of Jan was all I wanted. 
I could keep using her, her contacts and 
her father’s capital to advance myself. 
Then she could take a flying leap off the 
closest building, for all I cared. Often, I 
cursed the fate which decreed that I had 
to play court and dance attendance upon 
such an unattractive girl. 

It made no impression on me that ac- 
tually Jan had turned out to be a nice, 
honest, frustrated kid who’d had every- 
thing in life but real love and who be- 
lieved I was genuine. To me the important 
thing was that I couldn’t see myself tied 
down for life to a dame with a map like 
hers, money or no money. 

The only thing that made it possible for 
me to continue playing at love with Jan 
was the fact that I was having virtually a 
new affair a month with some of the pret- 
tiest teen-agers in New England. There’s 
something romantically potent about a disc 
jockey in the minds of many teen-agers. 
They want to come and visit you at the 
studio. They send you mash notes. They 
ask you to dedicate records to yourself and 
to them. They feel that you live in a world 
of glamor and they want to be part of your 
world. Some of them have real or fancied 
talent. They know that dise jockeys are on 
good terms with promoters, booking agents 
and heads of record companies. 


A TTRACTED by all these reasons and 

my mounting popularity, literally 
dozens of the sweet young things sought 
me out. It got to the place where I could 
take my pick from the crop of cuties who 
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wanted to carry on discreet affairs with 
Jack Walton. 

Power of position and money can go to 
a man’s head. But power with women— 
or imagined power with women—can carry 
him away. I got to honestly believe I was 
God’s gift to women, especially when I 
found one—not a teen-ager—who con- 
yinced me that she wasn’t after me for 
glamor or gifts or what I could do for her, 
but one who was willing to do things for 
me, spend money on me and be my spon- 
sor. 

I had had my fill of teen-agers when I 
met Sarah Fowler. I had loved and lied 
to and left some of the sweetest young 
things in sight. But, I told myself, what a 
man like me needed was a mature, sophis- 
ticated woman who had looks and some- 
thing in the brain department also. My 
success aS a promoter and the smash hit 
my radio program was making made me 
feel like a Big Brain. I began to feel I was 
wasting time with the empty- 
headed, clinging type. 

I was also wondering how I could get rid 
of Janice. She was getting more and more 
persistent on the marriage issue. I didn’t 
want to throw her over just yet. I felt that 
I needed the backing of her father’s money 
just a little longer in order to get myself 
in the financial position where I could go 
for myself. 

Sarah Fowler was the answer to it all. 
Sarah Fowler was the owner of a string 
of motels scattered through New England 
—the first such accommodations owned by 
a Negro in this part of the country. She 
was a maturely attractive woman whose 
pictures I had seen in the newspapers and 
about whom I had often read as an ex- 
ample of the success Negro women had 
made in New England. She was a widow 
with a daughter who'd just graduated from 
college. 

I received a letter from Mrs. Fowler one 
morning. It seemed that she had been ad- 
vised to use my broadcast for an advertis- 
ing campaign about her motels. She’d like 
to talk it over with me personally. 

Usually, I turned this sort of thing over 
to the sales staff at the station. I felt it 
brought more prestige to a disc jockey to 
have his representatives see clients, rather 
than to be hustling time himself. However, 
this sounded like a big account and some- 
thing told me to drive out to Hartford 
where Mrs. Fowler lived and talk with her. 

I was prepared to meet a smart business 
woman. But I wasn’t prepared for the 
charm and gracious poise which Sarah 
Fowler displayed. She was a strikingly 
good-looking woman with gray-streaked 
hair, fine features and a figure which 
would have done credit to a twenty-year- 
old. She had a way of talking to you as if 
you were the only thing happening at that 
time. She had a shrewd, appraising way 
of looking at you and seemingly approving 
of what she saw. 

Five minutes after I was seated in her 
tasteful living room, I felt as though I had 
known this woman for years. She had kind 
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things to say about my broadcast and how 
much she liked it, how she felt I had been 
a pioneer in an important field for my race 
in New Haven. 

But when she got down to business, Mrs. 
Fowler, losing none of her charm, 
efficient as a steel trap. She asked ques- 
tions, issued information and sized up sit- 
uations with a rapidity and alertness which 
I stayed on my toes too and 


I knew 


was as 


amazed me. 
before our 
that I had sold Sarah Fowler. 

But selling her my broadcast wasn’t the 
most important triumph I had achieved. 
I had sold her myself. I could tell that by 
the way she kept her eyes fastened on me. 
I could tell it by a tiny betraying sign, 
the nervousness of her hands when I looked 
her straight in the eyes and talked. I could 
tell it by the way she held on to my hand 
as we told each other goodbye. 

Before that, she had invited me to have 
dinner with her three later—on a 
Sunday. We could conclude our business 
then, she suggested. She wasn’t fooling 
herself or me. Mrs. Fowler knew very well 
that, barring the signing of a contract, 
there wasn’t any further negotiating to be 
done. She wanted to see me again. Behind 
all the sophisticated front, Sarah Fowler 
was a tempestuous, passionate—and lonely 


conversation ended, 


days 


—woman. Anxious that I refrain from 
jumping to conclusions, Mrs. Fowler 


quickly added to her invitation to dinner 


that her secretary—Flo Mitchell—would 
join us. 
“She’s a very fine young woman and 


youll be having a deal to do with her. 


So I'd like you to meet her,” Mrs. Fowler 
said. 
Driving back to New Haven, I could 


hardly contain my delight at this new im- 
portant event in my life. Sarah Fowler 
was going to be more than just another 
client. She was going to fit in very well 
with my plans. The old girl had plenty 
of green stuff and she was just ripe for a 
carefully planned campaign by a smooth 
guy like myself who knew his way around. 

I didn’t believe she was the type who'd 
want to get married. She’d require atten- 
tion and expert loving behind closed doors 
and she’d pay off plenty for it. With the 
Fowler money to back me up in my ven- 
tures, I'd be able to ditch Jan and, by 
operating coolly, I would still have com- 
plete freedom of operation. 

Sunday morning I stopped by a florist 
shop and ordered three dozen American 
Beauty roses sent off to the Fowler home. 
I’'d rushed my tailor to let me have one of 
the suits he was readying for me—a con- 
servative, beautifully fashioned navy blue. 
I was correct when I got to her home, the 
picture of the young, but clever young 
business man. 

I had prepared my line of attack for 
the day. I'd still be the respectful, admir- 
ing disc jockey attempting to impress a 
client favorably, but I'd be a trifle bolder. 
I'd try to break through Sarah Fowler’s 
reserve just a tiny bit. Without stepping 
out of line, I'd let Mrs. Fowler know that 
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| admired her, not only as a_ business 
woman, but also as a woman. 

[ rang the bell and waited to turn on 

personality smile when Mrs. Fowler 
ame to the door. I was in for the great- 

t shock I'd ever experienced. Sarah 
Fowler didn’t answer the door. It was 
opened by a girl in her early twenties. 
[ stood on the doorstep staring at her. 

| don’t know how to describe that mo- 
1entary scene. I had seen beautiful girls 
plenty of them. By this time, 
beauty didn’t faze me. But there was a 
singular something about this girl that 
took my breath away, made me feel as 
though I'd been socked right in the heart 
with a hammer. 

The best way I can sum it up now is 
to say that she was cool. She was tall, 
brown haired, brown eyed. Her lips were 
the smallest, reddest, most heart-shaped 
lips I'd ever seen. Her nose was an impu- 
dent, lovable nose with the most sensitively 
flaring nostrils. 

I was confused. I stood and stared. 

Her clear gaze went right through me. 
She seemed to be reading my every thought 
for a second. Then she was smiling pret- 
tily 

‘You’re Mr. Walton,” she said. “Do 
come in. Mrs. Fowler has told me so much 
about you.” 

[ felt that I must look like an utter 
fool standing there staring. I entered the 
house mechanically, muttering a common- 
place answer mechanically. She took my 
hat and coat. 

“I’m Flo Mitchell, Mrs. Fowler’s secre- 
tary,” the girl told me. “Mrs. Fowler will 
join us in a couple of minutes. Can I get 
you a drink?” 

[ agreed eagerly. I had to get this girl 
ut of my sight for a minute. She dazzled 
me. I had to think, decide why it was 
that everything about her seemed to throw 
panic into me, to give me a reaction I’d 
never experienced. 

! watched her as she left the room. She 
had a quick, animal grace about her walk. 
rhere was just nothing wrong with that 


petore 


girl. 

[ had somewhat composed myself when 
Flo returned and we chatted easily for a 
few minutes until Mrs. Fowler came in, 
looking like an ad from Vogue magazine. 

“Well, I see you two are getting on 
beautifully,” my hostess observed. “I told 
you he—Mr. Walton was a very interesting 

sung man. Flo. Looks like you’ve discov- 
ered that for yourself.” 

[ thought I detected a faint note of sar- 
casm in Mrs. Fowler’s voice—almost as 

she were a tiny bit jealous of the inti- 
macy which Flo and I seemed to have 
acquired in so brief a time. 

We talked for a few minutes, then went 
into the dining room for dinner. It was 
2 wonderful meal—roast turkey and every 

gle one of the trimmings. But more 
interesting than the food was the subtle 
between Flo and Mrs. Fowler to 
please me, to wait on me, to draw my 
ittention with conversation. 
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The thumping feeling in my heart which 
meeting Flo had caused had slowed down 
and I came back to earth, remembering 
my purpose—to sell my charm to Mrs. 
Fowler—to sew her up, but good. 

I got my opportunity, even more rapidly 
than I’d dared hope. For after dinner, Flo 
made excuses, said she had to get home 
to work on some reports and left Mrs. 
Fowler and me. Before she left, an un- 
spoken understanding passed between us. 
Flo and I would see each other again. But 
not with Mrs. Fowler around. 

“Charming girl, isn’t she? And very 
beautiful,” Mrs. Fowler commented signifi- 
cantly as we settled down in the living 
room with long, cool drinks in front of us. 

Her statement was like a challenge, the 
challenge of an envious woman. I sensed 
that, for all her obvious admiration of 
her secretary, Sarah Fowler resented 
slightly Flo’s youth and superior physical 
charm. 

I answered carefully. 

“She is charming,” I replied. 
well, maybe Id better not say it. 

“Say what?” Mrs. Fowler demanded 
imperatively. Then, regaining her usual 
poise, she said more calmly. “I think you 
ought to feel that you can tell me any- 
thing.” 

The good glow the dinner had given me, 
the way the drinks had warmed up my 
insides gave my characteristic boldness a 
shove. I deliberately picked up my glass, 
crossed the room to the sofa on which Mrs. 
Fowler was sitting. I sat down slowly at 
her side and leaned over, looking full into 
her eyes. 

“T can tell you anything?” I repeated 
questioningly, slowly. 

If it is possible to hear another person’s 
heartbeat, I heard Sarah Fowler’s heart 
pounding away. I could see her eyes grow 
soft and warm but with still a tiny fear 
lurking in them. 

“Yes, anything,” she said in a low, sur- 
rendering tone. 

I put my glass down on the coffee table 
in front of us. 

“Can I tell you that a wonderful, terrible 
thing has happened to me,” I asked in a 
voice electric with emotion. “Can I tell 
you that young. charming, beautiful girls 
are pale and colorless compared to you? 
Can I tell you that ever since the other 
day when we were talking business here 
in this room, that I haven’t been able to 
think of business—for thinking of you? 
Can I tell you that Flo Mitchell is a 
pleasant little tune and you are a rich, 
moving symphony of grace and charm and 

every lovely thing I’ve ever dreamed?” 

Mrs. Fowler’s only answer was a low 
moan. It was all I needed. I took her glass 
from her unresisting hands, drew her to 
me and kissed her; kissed her lips, her 
eyes, her throat. It was as if she had 
never known the: caress of a man in her 

life. She responded as naturally, as 
obediently as a sunflower responds to the 
sun. All the while thinking of the tall. cool 
girl who had left us together, I made love 


“But— 


” 


to Sarah Fowler expertly, passionately. 

It was all of an hour later when we 
stopped to breathe and talk. 

Sarah Fowler looked at me admiringly. 

“You're a fast worker,” she commented. 
“And a competent one.” 

“You're sweet,” I told her. I was won. 
dering where Flo was, what she was doing, 
Whether she was in another man’s arms. 

You've got to stop thinking of Flo, | 
warned myself. She’s just another good- 
looking girl, just a secretary. You’ve struck 
oil with this middle-aged dame. And she’s 
not a bad looking old gal herself. 

So I came back to the business at hand. 
I talked with Sarah about her advertising 
campaign. I guided the conversation so 
skillfully that she was the one, not I, who 
suggested that our association as disc 
jockey and client ought to be the begin- 
ning of bigger things in business enter- 
prises. 

I told her in glowing terms of the money 
to be made in promotion and I could tell 
that from now on, Sarah Fowler was at 
my disposal—and her check book too. All 
I had to do was be careful and devoted 
to her. 


LEFT SARAH—that was what she 

wanted me to call her now—with a 
promise to meet her at her office in the 
morning to sign the contract and talk over 
other propositions. I left her with a burn- 
ing kiss, with a murmured pledge to devote 
my very life to her. 

Driving home, I thought about Flo all 
the way—when I wasn’t exulting in the 
fact that now I could ditch Jan. 

In fact, I decided, why not take care 
of that little business right now. It wasn’t 
too late to call and cancel my date with 
Jan for a show and dinner the next day. 
I’m the greatest, I told myself. First I 
ditched Sally, the girl I’d picked up in the 
bar during my bartender days. Ditched 
her because she was too common, not on 
my level. 

Now I was going to ditch Jan because 
she was too ugly and wanted to get mar- 
ried. Someday I might ditch Sarah because 
she was too old. Ditching women is my 
business, I thought amusedly. I almost 
piled into a car in front of me as I enter- 
tained a disturbing, distracting thought. 
There was one girl I could never ditch, 
Flo. The girl I’'d met tonight. 

Now I knew suddenly—almost at the 
expense of my life in an automobile acci- 
dent—what it was about Flo that had 
floored me at first sight. She was my ideal, 
the only type of girl I could every truly 
love—as unyielding and aristocratic as a 
goddess and with all the insinuating grace 
of a mermaid. I’m in love, I shouted to 
myself as I drove along. In love with Flo. 

But I musn’t be in love with her, I 
reasoned. In the first place, how do I 
know I am? I don’t even know her. Be- 
sides. I musn’t let her get in the way of 
my plans. 

My plans called for cultivating Mrs. 
Fowler, for ditching Jan. 
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Yes, I'd do that right now. I pulled up 
in front of a drug store, got out, went into 
the store and headed for a phone booth, 
dialed Jan’s number. 

[rritatedly, I listened as Jan reproached 
me for not having called all weekend. I 
was unnecessarily cruel. 

“Look, baby.” I broke into her complain- 
ing. “Not only haven't I called all week- 
end, but I won't be calling any more, see. 
I'm through.” 

[ gently replaced the receiver on the 
hook, cutting off the shocked silence on 
the other end. I marched happily out of 
the drug store, went into the bar next 
door and had a drink—or two or three— 
and thought rainbow-colored thoughts 
about spending Sarah Fowler’s money. 

The only trouble was that, every time 
I had reached a real happy stage about 
my good luck in finding myself a well- 
heeled, middle-aged sucker, the vision of 
Flo’s lips danced across my mind. 

My combination business and personal 
relationship with Sarah Fowler started 
me on the way to becoming one of the 
most successful business men in New 
Haven. The increased revenue I gained 
from the radio time Flo bought was in- 
significant compared to other benefits I 
gained from the association. The first 
thing Flo suggested—I always worked 
things so. that she was the one who made 
the suggestions—was that I open a record 
shop on Dixwell Avenue. It was a fabu- 
lously beautiful place. I had three girls 
working for me. It started making money 
the day it opened. Next, she proposed 
that I begin organizing a record company. 

“If a disc jockey can make good money 
because people manufacture records, why 
shouldn’t a disc jockey wake up and be- 
come the manufacturer himself?” she 
argued. 

I didn’t need convincing. Sarah was 
bankrolling all the operations now, the 
shop, my promotions and now this new 
project. She seemed inspired to devote all 
her keen business sense into ideas which 
would convince me of her love. Basically, 
she didn’t care whether the money she 
invested brought returns, except that she 
seemed to sense that I loved money and 
if she could prove that she could make 
money for me, I would never leave her. 

Doing so much business with Sarah 
made it possible for me to see Flo always. 
She remained—as I had seen her the first 
day—cool. By that, I don’t mean Flo was 
distant—far from it—she was as sweet as 
possible. But she was just cool in my 
mind, cool as an April shower, as the 
moon on a June night. 

And the only thing that kept me from 
complete happiness with my cynical ar- 
rangement with Sarah Fowler was that I 
couldn’t get Flo off my mind. Or that 
I couldn’t get her into my arms. 

Don’t think I didn’t try. At every op- 
portunity, when we were alone, I made 
passes—only verbal ones, but nevertheless, 
determined passes. 

“Why don’t you give me a break and 


go out with me once, Flo?” I pleaded. 
“Tm not trying to kidnap you, honey, I’m 
just trying to enjoy some of that loveliness 
you carry around.” 

But Flo always 
That is, up until the day when I, at Sarah’s 
with her on the 


smiled and refused. 


instructions, conferred 
plans for the record company. 

We were sitting in the neat little office 
which Sarah maintained to conduct her 
motel business and other enterprises. Sarah 
was due in at two o'clock and the three 
of us were to talk things over. to decide 
how much capital would be needed, how 
we would go about operations. I had ar- 
rived early. I was sitting in Sarah’s little 
private office with Flo. We had been dis- 
cussing various phases of the business at 
hand when Flo startled me by asking, 

“Am I still invited to go out with you?” 

I could hardly believe my ears. 

“Of course.” I told her. “But you’ve 
turned me down a million times.” 

She turned her head and said in a low 
voice: “Maybe I don’t understand why you 
asked me. Maybe I just don’t believe I 
rate because I’m not rich like Mrs. Fowler.” 

Swiftly, I was at her chair, kneeling in 
front of her. 

“Flo, darling,” I cried and there was 
no false, deliberate salesmanship in my 
voice. “You don’t need to be rich. Don’t 
you know, can’t you tell that you’re the 
one I love; that you’ve been the one since 
that Sunday when you opened the door for 
me; the door of my heart?” 

She turned and looked at me search- 
ingly. 

“Do you mean it, Jack? Do you really 
mean it?” she asked. 

“As God is my judge,” I told her. And 
I did mean it. 

She thought for a minute. 

“Jack,” she said. “We can’t talk now. 
Mrs. Fowler will be coming in any minute. 
Let’s go out tonight, Jack. I'll meet you 
downtown at eight. At the Brass Rail.” 

I don’t know how I got through the busi- 
ness session with Sarah and Flo. Flo was 
calm and her efficient self. I was in a 
tumult of excitement. At last, Flo was 
going to be mine. I could be completely 
happy. 

The next few weeks did bring happiness. 
Flo and I were meeting secretly. Every 
moment spent with her was sheer pleasure. 
I found ecstasy in the simplest activities 
as long as Flo was included. I’d been used 
to making girls happy by spending money 
on them. But with Flo, a walk in a park, 
a seat at a concert in a park, a cheap 
movie—all these were great. 

The most amazing thing was what hap- 
pened to me when I made love to Flo. 
She was the most desirable woman I had 
known. In my book, before Flo came 
along. if a woman was desirable, the great 
aim, the single purpose was to claim her 
for your own. But with Flo, it was dif- 
ferent. 

She stimulated every manly urge in me. 
She made my blood run hot. But I never 
wanted her the way I’d wanted other 





women. I couldn’t understand that until 
I was struck with the startling realization 
that I wanted Flo to be mine in every way. 
my wife. 

It took me quite a while to get used 
to the idea. In the first place, marrying 
Flo would upset the applecart. Marrying 
Flo would lose me the good thing I'd dis- 
covered in Mrs. Fowler. I wasn’t prepared 
to lose Sarah yet. Through Sarah I could 
become rich, really rich. 

But, I reasoned, why should I have to 
give up Sarah anyhow? I could marry Flo 
and not let Sarah know until my goal had 
been reached. The very fact that Flo knew 
I was Sarah’s lover and that she still was 
meeting me, going out with me, letting me 
make love to her—all this proved that Flo 
would be willing to deceive her employer 
for me. 

The day I conceived this plan, I phoned 
Flo. We were to have a date that night. 
I asked her to meet me earlier, to have 
dinner with me. Excitedly, I outlined my 
plan. 

“You’re the one I love, Flo,” I said. 
“But by doing it this way, we can have 
everything we want.” 

She looked at me steadily. 

“If that’s the way you want it, Jack, 
that’s the way it will be,” she said. 

We made plans. We would get married 
the next week. I was walking on clouds. 
At last Flo was going to belong to me. 

The way this story should go, the min- 
ute the justice of the peace pronounced 
us man and wife in the city of Norwalk, 
should have been the beginning of a “lived- 
happily-ever-after” tale. It wasn’t. It was 
the beginning of the strangest situation 
you've ever heard of. 

I drove Flo to the Norwalk hotel where 
I'd made reservations. Just as I got ready 
to get out of the car, she said quietly, 

“Let’s not stop here, Jack. Take me 
home.” 

“Home?” I exploded, hardly believing 
my ears. 

“Yes, home,” she said. 

“Why, you’re my wife. I... .” 

“I’m not your wife, Jack,” Flo told me 
calmly. “I just married you. I'll never 
be your wife really.” 

I stared at her in shocked disbelief. 

“Are you clowning with me, Flo?” I 
demanded. “Because if you are .. .” 

“T’m not clowning, Jack,” she told me. 
“T married you for one reason. Now I’m 
through with you. I married you to stop 
you in what you're trying to do. You're 
trying to take advantage of Sarah Fowler, 
more advantage than you’ve already taken. 
I knew that the day you came to her 
house, the first day. I could see through 
you.” 

I listened like a man in a dream as she 
continued. 

“You see, Jack, Sarah Fowler is more 
than my employer. She’s been a mother 
to me. A long time ago, my father de- 
serted my mother. I was a baby then. My 
mother and Sarah Fowler went to school 
together. My mother committed suicide in 
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Sarah Fowler’s home and left me alone 
in the world. But Mrs. Fowler brought 
me up, sent me to school, took care of me. 

“She’s a wonderful business woman, 
Jack, but a fool where men like you are 
concerned. I tried to tell her what you 
were. But she’s very sensitive, thought I 
wanted you for myself. I let things go 
ilong, hoping you’d get tired or quit with 
small stakes. Then when you decided to 
organize this record company, I decided 
you were out for the big kill. I decided 
to stop you. So I married you.” 

“But how will that stop me?” I asked 
unsurely. “Sarah is crazy about me.” 

“Not any more,” Flo replied. “I phoned 
and told her just before we got married 
that if she wanted to find out what kind 
of a phony you were, she could check the 
records in Norwalk and learn all about 
She stormed and raved at 


She'll 


ur marriage. 
me, but she’s a business woman. 
check.” 

“But, Flo,” I protested. “Why .. .” 

“Why did I go to such fantastic lengths, 
Jack,” she finished for me. She leaned 
toward me. “I did it because of Sarah 
Fowler who was good to me and who will 
now probably hate me the rest of my life. 
And I did it because of you. I told you 
[ saw through you the first day I met you. 
[ saw the evil in you and I also saw the 
good. You hate the world, Jack, because 

su don’t think it appreciates you. I ap- 
preciate you—and I love you too. But 
[ can’t love you like I’d like to, because 
you re too rotten. 

“You need to suffer some and then may- 
be the good I saw in you that first day 
will come out. Now, Jack, please take me 
home. Some day, maybe, you'll come back 
to claim me and [Jl be able to look at you 
and see the good in you, winning over 
the bad. Or maybe you'll just want a di- 
And whenever you do, you can 
have it.” 

| started the motor and drove, drove Flo 
home. We didn’t say another word to each 
other. She had said her say and there was 
no answer I could have. In Flo, I had met 
my match. She had bested me two ways. 
She made me love her—and I still do. And 
she outsmarted me. 

I’m still the fabulous Jack Walton. I 
am still the popular disc jockey. I still 
have my successful show, my colorful ward- 

obe, my car, a home I bought, just in 


vorce. 


Case. .. 

But every time someone sends in a note, 
asking for a dedication to someone else 
they love, I think of Flo, the wife who 
wasn’t my wife ever, but who just married 
me. And always, there’s the spark of hope 
within me that I can go to her one of these 
days, stand before her and have her see 
that the good in me has won out over the 


evil. THE END 


SUBSCRIBE 
TO TAN 











Divorce 
Detective 





(Continued from Page 36) 


finally shame. Not so long ago, a Mr. 
Hall, who had been having marital trou- 
bles, found one of my business cards in 
his wife’s purse. A friend had given it to 
her, but Mr. Hall jumped to the conclu- 
sion that his wife had hired me to keep 
an eye on him. He telephoned me. 

“Hello, is this Lloyd Mitchell, supposed 
to be a detective?” he demanded belliger- 
ently. 

“I’m a licensed private detective, yes,” 
I replied. “What can I do for you?” 

“Well, this is Mr. Hall, and if my wife 
hired you to tail me, I’m giving you fair 
warning—lay off!” 

“T’m sorry, but I don’t even know your 
wife,” I told him bluntly, “and even if 
she were a client of mine I couldn’t dis- 
cuss anything with you.” 

He got angrier and his voice rose to a 
shout. Finally, I invited him to come up 
and talk face to face, then hung up, rather 
amused because it was plain that he was 
doing all that loud talk for the benefit of 
his wife who must have been listening. He 
never showed up. 

There have been times when the guilty 
husband tried to fight his way out of a 
raid. In such cases it is the detective’s 
duty to protect his client (who generally 
goes along to make the identification) and 
also to keep from getting hurt himself. 
Being officers of the law and armed with 
the necessities of an officer, we must ar- 
rest anyone who resorts to force in order 
to prevent subsequent suit for assault if 
we must use restraint. 

A detective who works on divorce cases 
must not only be well versed on all phases 
of the law, but must be alert and ready 
for any emergency. What happened a few 
months ago to a raiding party in nearby 
Connecticut will show what I mean. This 
case made headlines all through the East 
because the people involved were promi- 
nent New Yorkers. 

Mr. Blow was spending the weekend 
with a lady friend at his summer cottage 
in the country. Mrs. Blow, accompanied 
by detectives and a photographer, set out 
to raid the place late one night. Mrs. Blow 
was in the lead when the group went up 
to the screened-in porch. There was a shot 
from inside the cottage and Mrs. Blow 
fell dead. 

Later, Mr. Blow contended that he fired 
because he thought burglars were about 
to break in. As I recall, he was cleared, 
but the important point is that the detec- 
tives lost their licenses for putting their 
client in jeopardy and bungling the affair. 


The amount of suspicion and mistrust 
two persons can generate, once their mar. 
riage starts going bad, always amazes me, 
If it is true that hell has no fury like that 
of a woman scorned, it is just as true that 
Hades has nothing to compare with the 
hatred that can develop between a hus. 
band and wife once their love has cooled, 

Very often animosity is fanned by peo. 
ple who call themselves friends of the 
couple. They are mighty free with all 
kinds of advice and they delight in carry. 
ing tales back and forth, but they seldom 
will go to bat for “poor Mary” or “good 
old Joe” in court, when it will do the most 
good. 

Personally, I make it a practice to refer 
divorce cases to other agencies if I happen 
to know the couple involved. Each one 
feels he or she is in the right and a third 
party is always in the middle. Id rather 
do without that fee and keep the friend. 
ship of both. 

The easiest cases to work on are those 
involving well-to-do persons. They have 
cars, which makes it a simple matter to 
tail them; they often maintain separate 
apartments for their extra-marital affairs; 
and they frequent exclusive restaurants 
and bars, making it fairly easy to spot 
them. On the other hand, persons who are 
less prominent and not so well off, can 
make it hard for a divorce detective. 

A Mrs. Johnson came to me a short time 
ago to seek help in obtaining a divorce. 
She and her husband had been separated 
for quite some time and although she was 
certain he was living with another woman, 
she had no idea where. She had no idea 
where he was working, since he had 
changed jobs. 

“Well, what does he look like? Have 
you a photograph?” I asked her. “We 
have to have something to work on.” 

She pulled out a torn and faded snap- 
shot of him, taken in happier days, but 
admitted that he may have changed his 
appearance. She gave me a fair descrip- 
tion of Mr. Johnson and added, “He used 
to spend a lot of time at the Palm Tree 
bar.” 

It wasn’t much to go on, but I staked 
out at the bar she mentioned and kept my 
eyes and ears open. She had told me 
something about his habits—the cigarettes 
he smoked, his favorite drink—and I final- 
ly spotted him. To make sure, I immedi- 
ately phoned my client and a short time 
later she and I were parked in a car 
across the street from the bar. 

“That’s my husband!” she exclaimed 
when he came out. 

Now that his identity had been verified, 
I had to learn where he lived. I made dis- 
creet inquiries at the bar. 

“I know the guy you mean,” the bar- 
tender told me, “but I thought his name 
was Charlie, not Ed. Anyway, he lives in 
this neighborhood. Just where, I couldn't 
say.” 

A few days later, I trailed Mr. Johnson 
to a large apartment building. The names 
on the mail boxes were of no help, so I 
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went to the super. These men usually 
know a lot about the tenants in their 
buildings. but often are reluctant to give 


any information for fear they will be- 


out : 
In this case, the super was 


come involved. 
cooperative and told me that my man fre- 
quently visited the apartment of a young 
ynmarried woman. 

All that remained was to wait for Mr. 
Johnson to pay one of his overnight calls 
and then gain access to the apartment. 
This was done by posing as a messenger 
with a telegram to deliver. When we 


pushed in. there was the usual mad 
scramble for clothing, indignant denials, 


and in the end, shame-faced submission. 
Having seen so much of the seamy side 
of life, I’m convinced that if two people 
can't get along together, they should dis- 
solve the marriage—but discreetly. Any 
man who has lost respect for his wife and 
openly flaunts around other women he has 
on the string should leave home; and any 
woman who finds married life miserable 
for her should calmly consider getting her 


freedom. 
All too often, people don’t know what 
they want, like the show business couple 


who sued each other for separation. When 
the case came before the New York Su- 
preme Court, it was tossed out. They had 
neglected one little detail—they weren't 
separated. They were still living as man 
and wife in the same apartment! 

Said the judge: “We think it contrary 
to the policy of the law and incongruous 
to separate parties judicially who have not 
separated themselves.” 


PERSONALLY feel that divorce laws 

should be uniform throughout the coun- 
try, and that cruelty and incompatability 
should be entered into the books as 
grounds for This would 
a lot of otherwise intelligent people from 
making fools of themselves by rattling all 


divorce. prevent 


the skeletons in the family closet when 
they call it quits. 
When divorces are contested or when 


adultery is cited when it does not actually 
bound to follow 
linen is aired in 


exist, cheap notoriety i 
as the family’s dirty 
public. 

Divorce is a human tragedy that hits 
five out of every 20 marriages, 
of our iron-clad, antiquated divorce laws 
turn it into a But 
whether or not our law makers take the 
advice of legal experts. civic organizations, 


but some 


comedy of errors. 


and marriage relations authorities and 
bring our divorce laws up to date, one 


thing is certain—the divorce detective will 
never have a shortage of clients as long 
as married men and women seek thrills 
and romance on the side. 


THE END 


GREEN EYES 
In the February TAN 
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quent feature of this disease is a large red 
ose. Rosacea is not an infection and there- 
fore is not contagious. It is caused by many 

f the factors responsible for acne vulgaris. 

Particularly important are dietary indis- 
retions especially overindulgence in alco- 
ol. tea, coffee and highly spiced foods. 
This disease is curable except for the large 
red nose, often the hallmark of alcoholics, 
vyhich remains permanently unless plastic 

irgery is resorted to. 

\lany people have annoying dandruff in 

eir hair. It is normal for anyone to have 
a few scales on the scalp because the scalp, 
like any other part of the skin, constantly 
sheds old tissue and forms new. But when 
the shed skin is voluminous so as to clog 
the hair and fall on the clothing, it is ab- 
no! mal. 

\s an extension of this condition the 
skin of the face, ears and neck, and for 
that matter of any portion of the body, 
breaks out in a scaly red eruption that 
ometimes weeps. Doctors call excessive 
dandruff seborrhea and the associated skin 
eruption seborrheic dermatitis. 

The cause of seborrhea (dandruff) and 
seborrheic dermatitis is unknown. They 
have been erroneously attributed to an in- 
fection but most scientists do not concur in 
this belief. However, doctors advise that 
is a safety measure, those with excessive 
dandruff use individual combs and brushes. 
There is no evidence that seborrheic 
dermatitis on the skin is ever conveyed to 
another person by contact. 

[he disease that perhaps needlessly 
frightens more people than any other is 
the eruption due to allergy where the skin 
is broken out in a red, swollen and weepy 
condition. The disease is officially called 
dermatitis venenata. It is very uncomfort- 
able to the patient and, to his associates, 
it looks very bad and arouses fears of con- 
tagion. 

However, for all its angry look, the dis- 
ease is not the least bit catching. It is due 
to contact of the skin with something to 
which the patient is allergic. The typical 
representative of this kind of eruption is the 
one due to poison ivy, but exactly the same 

mdition is produced by anything if the 
patient is allergic to it. The offending 
substance may be soap, a detergent, a 
leodorant, paint, any cosmetic, nylon or 
ve getables. 

In fact, any of the million things with 
which a person may come in contact at 
home, at work, or anywhere, can produce 
this condition if an allergy develops. A 
patient is puzzled as to how things he has 
handled all his life can suddenly become 
poisonous to him. This is also a mystery to 
doctors but it is a fact. 

The eczema that many babies have is also 
an allergic disease but the offending ma- 
terial is a food rather than a substance in 

contact with the skin. Mothers are always 
anxious to know whether other babies in the 


sO 


family can catch the disease. They can be 
definitely assured that they cannot. 

Another disease that often looks like an 
allergic eruption is a condition that is due 
to nervous influences. It is called neuroder- 
matitis. It is found in people who are very 
easily upset and who have many emotional 
problems. The skin may be red, scaly, and 
weepy but it may also be very dry and 
hard. Infection with bacteria is not a cause 
and people who fear it in patients are not 
justified. 

A disease that looks as if it might be 
very serious but which, in fact. is most 
harmless is the condition called psoriasis. 
This large red_ thick 


disease produces 


patches over all the body, not usually the 
face, but including the scalp. Psoriasis jg 
of unknown causes, it is not caused by 
germs, it is not contagious, and it is not 
curable. But people with it can live as long 
as without it. Their sole concern is for jts 
cosmetic problems. 

These diseases—acne vulgaris, rosacea, 
dermatitis venenata, infantile eczema, ney. 
rodermatitis, and psoriasis—make up from 
80 to 95 per cent of all skin diseases that 
can be seen on the exposed skin. None of 
them is caused by bacteria, none of them 
is contagious and none of them need be 
feared from contact. 








Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 14) 
your city, who will guide you and your 
husband through your difficulty. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I married my husband when I was eight- 
een and he was twenty-one. After a year, 
we started a family. We have been married 
eleven years now and have five children, 
but for the past year we have been con- 
stantly quarreling. About six months ago 
I met another man and we fell in love. 

He asked me to marry him when I told 
him about my husband and children and 
offered to take care of my children and 
me. My husband, however refuses to let 
me have any of the children if I leave 
him. He knows that I love my children 
and that I won’t leave them. Should I 


go to court to get them or should I forget 
about the other man? 

BMJ 
Dear Mrs. BMJ: 

I suggest that you try to iron out the 
present difficulty with your husband and 
stay with him. The other man has simply 
offered to take care of you, but it has been 
your husband who has been doing it for 
eleven years. I can’t believe that another 
man will take on the responsibility of 
someone else’s five children. 

Your husband is right in refusing to let 
you have the children, and probably no 
court would make him give them up. 
Eleven years of marriage shouldn't be 
wiped out merely for the whim of “late 
love.” Try to work out your marital 
problems by talking them over with your 
husband. 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13 


Steele is the only one moving on the na- 
tional bigtime with his touring floor show 
.. . Ziggy, living now in Detroit, emcees 
at the Flame Show Bar and at summer re- 
sorts . . . Reed is Joe Louis’ “shadow” in 
the ex-champ’s road show . . . Eddie Hey- 
wood, Jr.. is son of the famed piano wizard 
at Bailey’s old 81 Theater on Atlanta’s 
Decatur St., S.E. . . . The old man taught 
Eddie his technique . . . William (Bill) 
Greaves, who starred on Broadway in Lost 
In The Stars, in the movie, Lost Bound- 
aries, and in other productions. composed 
the Eartha Kitt RCA hit record, African 
Lullaby. 


00°90 


Piano sorceress Dorothy Donegan Mc- 
Lain and her husband own their own 
nitery, the smart Club Morocco in Los 
Angeles ... She packs ’em in nightly with 
her keyboard antics . . . Maybe, she has 
the right answer on the make-that-big- 
money tip in keeping it in the family. 

If, for example, Dinah Washington 
opened her own spot in Chicago, Sarah 
Vaughan doing the same in New York, 
Lena Horne likewise in Las Vegas; Hazel 
Scott in Greenwich Village with one bear- 
ing her name; Ella Fitzgerald having her 
club in Harlem, Negro show business 
would undergo a swift and important 


change almost over night ... All the 
owners of such joints would have to do is to 
appear in them for limited engagements 
. . . Meanwhile, they might book other 
talent while they’re away. 

00°90 

Best beloved of all night club owners is 
Harlem’s internationally famous Edwin A. 
Smalls, proprietor of Smalls Paradise on 
7th Ave. at 135th St. Ed’s establishment 
hasn’t closed its doors since they were 
opened at this spot 28 years ago... lt 
has survived such competitors as the Cot- 
ton Club, the Nest, the Plantation, Dickie 
Wells. Connie’s Inn, the 101 Ranch, the 
Yeah Man, the Brittwood (when Willie 
Britt had it); it has outlived the bootleg 
era, a world war, the big depression and 
all manner of physical changes in the Har- 
lem around it. 

The aging Ed has starred such per 
formers at his club as Bill Robinson; 
helped make stars of Billy Daniels, Dinah 
Washington, Savannah Churchill, Claudia 
McNeil, Hot Lips Page, Earl Bostic, Edna 
May Holly Robinson and Teddy Hale ..- 
Nearly every big time name in show busi- 
ness has appeared there, including Gene 
Krupa, Nina Mae McKinney, Martha 
Raye, John Barrymore, Sophie Tucker, 
Teddy Wilson and Dorothy Lamour. 

After a period of weekend shows, Smalls 
is again back in the running with a six- 
night schedule of revues and music sparked 
by Marlowe Morris’ great combination. 
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Bargain 
With Sin 
(Continued from Page 32) 
child among three daughters in a hard- 
working, Christian family. But this one 
fault was so ugly and so great a part of 
my little girl personality that it made me 
disliked in my own home and tremendous- 

ly unpopular outside. 

‘| was a tattle-tale. 

There’s something psychologically pow- 
erful in some children—and adults—which 
causes them to maintain a constant alert- 
ness to the faults and misdeeds of others 
and to immediately run and report them to 
whatever authority—parent, school teacher 
or otherwise—who might be interested. 


[™ NOT GOING to try to analyze the 
reasons why I was an incurable tattle- 
tale as a child. Analysis would only sound 
like excuses and, besides, I’m not smart 
enough to break it down like the psycholo- 
gy professors or students would do. 

All I know is that I derived great pleas- 
ure from. running to mother or dad—and 
later—to the Sunday School teacher, 
the minister or the proprietor of the 
store where a window had been smashed 
by a wandering hard ball—and reporting 
the wrong doings of my sister, my school 
mates, the other kids on the block. 

I felt that they got a vicious delight out 
of the difficulty I’d been having in getting 
any real romance out of life. 

And I was certain, as I rode downtown 
on the bus to work, that Clara was getting 
back at me after all these years; getting 
back at me by taking Jerry. 

I'd show her one of these days, I vowed. 
Only I must never let her know how much 
I'd been hurt by losing Jerry to her. My 
day would come. 

This resolve was reinforced a hundred- 
fold on Clara and Jerry’s wedding day a 
yeaf later. On the surface, I’d managed to 
be the adoring sister, happy in her tri- 
umphant happiness. I’d even accomplished 
placing my relationship with Jerry on a 
detached but friendly plane. 

But that day in our little church when 
Jerry’s eyes, lighted with bliss, met Clara’s 
eyes, swimming with the tears of happi- 
ness; when they sealed their marriage vow 
with a tender kiss, I felt as though steel 
bonds were straining at my heart. The old 
wound burst and poisoned thoughts 
swarmed through my bitter mind. Some 
day I'd take someone else’s man just as 
Clara had taken mine. 

Ithrew all my energy and determination 
into improving my financial condition. For 
five years I’d been a clerk at the factory. 
I'd accepted that as my fate until I was 
lucky enough to get married and become 
just a housewife. 





Security I had, but a bright future with 
I began 
openings, 


the factory appeared unlikely. 
watching the for 
made several applications but, for a few 


newspapers 


months, found nothing satisfactory. 
one night Dad casually mentioned that he 
had run into a friend of his who worked 
at the Palladium Ballroom. The friend’s 
daughter had been secretary to the owner 
of the ballroom but was getting married 
and leaving her job. 

The Palladium was one of the most suc- 
cessful ballrooms on the South Side. All 
the top social clubs gave their affairs there. 
The wives of doctors and lawyers enter- 
tained for house guests. gave bridge parties 
and spent fabulous sums of money at the 
place. 

It was a beautiful, orderly, well-kept 
place and the idea of becoming secretary 
to the owner appealed to me tremendously. 
I asked Dad to phone his friend’s home and 
see if I could talk with his daughter. I 
wanted to get a line on the requirements 
of the job and whether or not it might be 
available. 

What I learned was exciting. The former 


Palladium secretary told me that the job | 


was quite good and the boss a wonderful 
employer. 

“Only thing I can tell you, honey, is to 
watch your step with him,” she warned. 
“He’s a real wolf—a good looking one too 
—and, if you let him get fresh with you, 
he’ll do it, quick like a minute.” 

“Thanks,” I told her. “I think I can take 
care of myself.” 

The next day I went to my boss and 
frankly told him the situation, asked him 
if he would give me a reference. 

“I’m sorry to lose you, Lou,” the boss 
said. “But it’s my policy never to stand in 
the way of a person advancing.” 

Armed with the reference, I went to the 
Palladium. 

I had found out in advance the name of 
the owner—Alfred Whitfield. When I got 
to the place, a middle-aged man, courteous 
and kindly, told me Mr. Whitfield was out 
but would return within a half-hour. 

I was busying myself reading a magazine 
when the door of the little reception room 
to Mr. Whitfield’s office opened briskly and 
the owner strode in. I knew at a glance 
who he was. Some men wear the air of 
authority and wealth. Al Whitfield was 
one. He was in his early forties, I supposed, 
but one couldn’t tell this from his trim, 
athletic figure. He was tall, distinguishedly 
graying at the temples. smooth brown of 
complexion and with a captivating manner. 

He looked at me curiously as he entered. 

I stood. 

“You’re Mr. Whitfield?” I asked. 

“None other,” he told me in a pleasantly 
rich voice. “And the identity of my attrac- 
tive caller?” 

“Tf you haven’t just been out hiring one, 
I’m your new secretary,” I announced. 

A delighted smile went across Mr. Whit- 
field’s face. 

“You’ve got a splendid approach,” he 
told me. I noted that while he was compli- 


Then | 
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menting my approach, he was concentrat- 
ing on my legs. This I didn’t mind. I have 
nice legs. 

[ was as nervous as a cat until I walked 
nto his office the following afternoon. Mr. 
Whitfield was quite composed and smiling. 

“I’ve checked you right down the line. 
\liss Harten,” he told me. “I think you 

ight do for the job. Are you willing to 
tart on a two month trial basis?” 

[ was willing. I knew I would pass the 
trial with flying colors. By the furtive 
glances Mr. Whitfield sent my way and the 

light twitching of his hands when he made 
frequent glances at my legs, I knew that I 
had the powerful item of sex appeal to add 
» my efficiency. 

During the next two months, Al Whit- 
field never stepped out of line. 

At the end of the trial period he told me: 

“You’re the best secretary I ever had— 
ind the nicest-looking.” 

“Does that mean I’m not on trial any 
mnger?” I asked him saucily, confident of 
what the answer would be. 

[ hadn’t learned yet what a shrewd man 
\l Whitfield was. 

‘You're not on trial—as far as your work 
is concerned,” he countered. 

“Is there anything else?” I asked. I 
ouldn’t help feeling a trifle nervous. I was 
playing a dangerous game and I knew it. 
| was playing it with a smooth operator. 

\l Whitfield stood up and stood over me, 
his hands in his vest pockets, a reckless 
mile on his face. 

“Yes, there’s something else.” he de- 
clared. “I’m a very unreasonable man. But 
a very sensitive one. I’m unreasonable be- 

cause I feel cheated if my secretary isn’t 
ilso my mistress. I’m sensitive to beauty. 
And you. Lou Harten, are beautiful. I’m 
| very generous man too, Lou. Would you 
like to take a chance on finding out how 
generous?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t know what you 
mean,” I said falteringly. 

\ gleam of gentle contempt crept into 
\Ir. Whitfield’s eyes. 

“You don’t, huh?” he said mockingly. 
Well, get up out of that chair and Ill 
show you.” 

Like a person in a daze, I stood up. The 
next second Al Whitfield’s arms were hold- 
ing me tightly. His lips, hot and search- 
were kissing my eyes. my lips, my 
throat. The animal power of him flowed 
through to me. I was weak, surrendering, 
responding. He released me, a triumphant 
smile twisting his lips. 

“Now, there isn’t aay doubt, is there?” 
ie demanded. 

| looked straight into his eyes. There 
yasn’t any doubt. Al Whitfield had held 
me in his arms and I had liked it. Every- 
thing was going to be all right. 

We had dinner together that night. Then 
we went to a hotel in the Loop. Just to be 
ilone together and talk, Al said. Only it 
went further than talk, much further. .. . 

Driving me home in his big Fleetwood 
Cadillac, in the wee hours, Mr. Whitfield— 
[ called him Al now—told me: 


oU 


“Let’s get the record straight, Lou. You 
fascinate me. I hope you like me too. We 
can have lots of fun together and you won’t 
be sorry. But there are two things I want 
you to know. There’s a Mrs. Whitfield and 
she comes first in my life. Second, ’m not 
in business for fun and any time you think 
you can’t stick to your job just because we 
are having fun together, you let me know 
and we'll call it quits and still be friends. 
There are a thousand good-looking girls 
who don’t mind going to hotels. But there 
aren't that many competent secretaries.” 


WAS STRANGELY thrilled by the mas- 

terfulness of Al’s frankness. I wasn’t at 
all disappointed to learn of the existence 
of his wife. In fact. I'd known about it all 
along. having found out my employer was 
married before applying for the job. As 
for attending strictly to business, I felt 
that being Al’s mistress would give me 
greater confidence in my own position and 
enable me to do an ever better job for him. 

I was more certain of this at the end of 
the week when I received my paycheck. In 
the envelope was a crisp one hundred bill 
in addition to my regular salary. 

Regularly. two or three times a week, Al 
and I had dinner together and went to a 
hotel. Regularly. the extra hundred dollars 
appeared in my pay envelope. I was the 
perfect secretary, he the perfect boss dur- 
ing working hours. After working hours 
we were the perfect lovers. 

At least, we were for eight or nine 
months—until the day I began to suspect 
that something terrible and unexpected had 
happened. 

I began to suspect that I was pregnant. 

A frantic trip to the doctor confirméd 
this. I didn’t know how I would tell Al. 
I felt that he would be furious. Worse, the 
more I thought of it, the more I concluded 
that having a child of Al’s would be won- 
derful. 

So what if I was going to be the mother 
of Al’s child? I could leave the office for 
a while. Al could get another secretary. 
He could afford to support me and the 
baby. I could get an apartment somewhere 
on the West Side where I’d never come in 
centact with gossiping neighbors. 

Why be a hali-kept woman? Why not 
go all the way? Al and I would be closer 
that way. I could keep a pleasant place for 
him. We wouldn’t have to duck in and out 
of hotels any more. And, further, I could 
continue to help him with his business. 

I tried to choose the best possible set- 
ting to reveal my secret to Al. We were 
driving aimlessly along a lonely road just 
outside of Gary, Indiana. We'd attended 
a party there given by some of Al’s busi- 
ness associates. 

“Al,” I said bluntly, forgetting all the 
prepared introductions I'd gotten ready. 
“[’m going to. have—that is—we’re going 
to have a baby.” 

Al’s casual hold on the steering wheel 
loosened ever so slightly. His words came 
tight and tense. 


“You’re joking, Lou,” he said between 
his teeth. 
“No, darling, I’m serious. I’ve been to 


” 


the doctor and... 

Al swerved off the road, brought the car 
to a halt and turned to me. His eyes bored 
into mine. 

“Why?” he asked crisply. “Didn’t you 
know...” 

“But Al, it’s no tragedy,” I said, talking 
rapidly. I began outlining to him the plan 
I had in mind. 

In the middle of it all, he interrupted, 

“Tt won’t work, Lou,” he said. “You’ve 
become invaluable to me in the office. We 
can’t have any complications like this lous. 
ing up the deal. Everything’s been going 
smoothly and that’s the way I want it to 
stay. I’ve got a very good friend. An ex. 
cellent doctor. He'll take care of every- 
thing. And from now on, you'll have to 
stop being so careless. I thought you knew 
better.” 

1 argued, pleaded. begged. cried, 
stormed and threatened. But Al was as cold 
and unrelenting as steel. In the end, hurt 
and beaten down, I agreed to give in, agreed 
to go see his doctor friend. 

What a horrible ordeal that was. In 
addition to the mental anguish I suffered 
because of my basic opposition to such 
cold-hearted business. I was physically ill 
for days after the abortive operation. I had 
lied to my family, told them I was going 
on a business trip for Al. He had rented 
a suite for me in one of the best hotels on 
the Near North side. 

Lying in bed, recuperating. I thought 
constantly tortured thoughts. Would the 
baby have been a girl? Or would it have 
been a boy? If it had been a boy, would 
it have had the beautiful eyes, the smooth 
color of Al? 

For the first time, since the beginning of 
my association with Al, I began to regret 
the path I had chosen. Remembering how 
cold and businesslike Al had been when | 
told him I was about to become a mother, 
I started realistically facing facts. How 
much did I really mean to Al? How sin- 
cere was he in his often-expressed vows of 
total devotion? What steps would he have 
taken had I held my ground and refused 
to go through with the horrible baby- 
murder? 

The inescapable answer which came to 
my mind was this: Al would have dis 
missed me from his life. He would have 
given me up. Perhaps he would have ended 
our relationship by writing me a check for 
several thousand dollars and coolly letting 
me go. 

I began to think very bitterly about Al's 
wife. I, who had stolen her husband from 
her, was able to twist my thinking, pervert 
my sense of logic so successfully that I 
came to the point where I believed thor- 
oughly that she was cheating me out of 
complete happiness. 

I thought back to the night when Al had 
taken me home—back there when our illicit 
love affair had begun. 

“There’s a Mrs. 


Whitfield,” he had 





wal 
I 
vici 
mat 
beil 
else 
min 
hote 
expt 
I 
I di 
his 
Sc 
the 
unde 
Seve 
told 
work 
TI 
office 
almo 
job. 
stron 
work 
sence 
mysel 
opera 
Sev 
been t 
ferred 
ed th 
comm. 
ling s 
persua 
ing jo 
who hi 
We 
paign, 
tions a 


the Pa 








coverec 
closest 
making 
“Td 
for you 
Then 
Cadilla 
The | 
betweer 
Wher 
and M 
prompt! 
business 
I mor 
ment, / 


VER 
wor! 
purpose, 
ld tri 
out more 
ever I m 
very frie’ 
of Al’s 
every so 
boss. Cl, 
Clark 
young mz 
immediat 
looked u) 
When Al | 
another 
stopped h 





en 


you 


ing 
lan 


ied, 
old 
jurt 
eed 


In 
red 
uch 
ill 
had 
ing 
ited 
on 


ght 
the 
ave 
uld 
oth 


x of 
oret 
how 
on | 
her, 
Tow 
sin- 
s of 
lave 
ised 


aby- 


e to 
dis- 
lave 
ded 
- for 
ting 


Al's 
rom 
vert 
at | 
hor- 
t of 


had 
llicit 


had 





warned. “She comes first in my life.” 
Lying in my bed, I made the second 
vicious vow of my life. The first I had 
made when I watched my sister, Clara, 
being married to Jerry: to take someone 
else’s man as I believed she had taken 


mine. The second I made in the bed in my 
hotel room, recovering from my horrible 
experience. 

Tlis was my vow: that, 
[ didn’t care how—I would make Al leave 
his wife, get a divorce and marry me. 

So complete was my determination that 
the very thought of getting my campaign 
underway made me recover more rapidly. 
Several days after I had made my vow, I 
told Al that I was ready to come back to 





somehow—and 





work. 
The next morning I was back at the 
ofice. I was an inspired person. It was 


almost as though it was a new office, a new 
job. I had an enthusiasm and drive even 
stronger than when I had first come to 
work for him. I detected that, in my ab- 
sence, things had slacked down. I threw 
myself into the task of getting the whole 
operation back into full swing. 

Several of the large clubs which had 
been used to using the Palladium had trans- 
ferred their business elsewhere. I contact- 
ed the chairmen of their entertainment 
committees, came through with a compel- 
ling sales talk, got back their business. I 
persuaded Al to do an expensive remodel- 
ing job. I hired a clever young press agent 
who had just opened his office. 

We doped out a terrific advertising cam- 
paign, using the local papers, radio sta- 
tions and direct mail. Within six months, 
the Palladium Ballroom had not only re- 
covered its former status, it had driven its 
closest rival out of business. We were 
making important money. 

“I don’t know what I'd do if it weren’t 


for you, dear,” he told me. 

Then, a dav later. he bought me a new 
Cadillac. 

The car—a birthday gift—caused a rift 


between me and Mom and Dad. 
When Dad stormed about the 
and Mom asked troubled 
promptly told them to mind their own 
business and moved out of the house. 

I moved into a Near Northside apart- 
ment. Al paid the rent. 


Cadillac 
questions, I 


VER SINCE the day I’d come back to 
work, I hadn’t lost sight of my 
purpose, to take Al away from his wife. 
I'd tried, in every way possible, to find 
out more about her. Al clammed up when- 
ever I mentioned her name. But I got on 
very friendly terms with a younger brother 
of Al’s who came around the Palladium 
every so often to make a touch from my 
boss. Clark was Al’s brother’s name. 
Clark was wise with the wisdom of the 
young man just getting into life. He sensed 
immediately that Al and I were lovers. He 
lboked upon me as an ally because often, 
when Al swore that he wouldn’t give Clark 
another penny unless he got a job and 
‘topped hanging around pool rooms, I was 


one 


able to break him down and make him 
come through. 
Clark told me all he knew about Eileen 


Whitfield. It wasn’t too much. But it 
hel ped. 
She was a quiet, retiring woman who 


never came out in public. She was a real 


aristocrat. She and Al seemed to live under 
some sort of 
saw them out together. She 
and would probably do anything to avoid it. 

One night, sitting in my 
watching television, 


arrangement. No one ever 


hated scandal 

living room, 
but really concentrat- 
ing on my unshaped plan, I realized that 
I had been thinking along the wrong lines. 
It wasn’t publicity I wanted to create. It 
was the threat of publicity. That was what 
would make Eileen Whitfield come around 
and force her to give Al up. 

Watching the TV 
ical interest, I saw a 
who had been about to commit suicide. 

That was it, I concluded excitedly. The 
threat of suicide. 

The time to act was now. Al was out of 
town on a three-day trip. Eileen Whitfield 
would be home. Clark had told me she 
never went out. 

I walked slowly, 
telephone table. 

I dialed the number I'd 
used—Al’s private number at home. 

My heart thumped wildly as the phone 


set with only mechan- 


man rescue a girl 


deliberately, to the little 


never before 


rang. 
I heard someone pick up the receiver. I 
heard a controlled. cool voice. 
“Mrs. Whitfield.” I asked. 
in my brain, I felt the exhilaration, the evil 
triumph which I’d always experienced as 
child when I had carried tales to my 
parents, to the teacher. 
“Yes,” the voice answered. 
This was my big moment. 
I had to be convincing. 
“Mrs. Whitfield,” 
I hoped was very young, very desperate. “I 
hate to disturb you. But I just had to call 
you before it happened.” 


Somewhere 


I had to act. 


I said in a voice which 


I paused dramatically. 

“Who is this?” the 
“What are you talking about?” 

“Tt’s all because of Al—your husband.” 
I answered hesitantly but, at the same time, 
as if I were urged by some deep compul- 
“T love him. He loves me. I’m his 
Lou Harten. But, Mrs. Whit- 
I’m not only his secretary. I’m his 
I’ve 


voice demanded. 


sion. 
secretary, 
field, 
mistress too. been his mistress for 
four years now. And now I’m desperate. 
I almost had a child for Al. But 


I want to 


y ou see, 
And now I want to die. 
bad, 


it died. 
die because I’ve been so so terribly 
bad. Because I’ve 
and helped him to do an unfair thing to 


been untrue to myself 


you. 
I was savagely thrilled at the tense drama 
of my acting. I knew I was doing a superb 
job with those short, 
that fear-packed tone. 
“Lou Harten, 
know all about you. 


jabbing sentences, 


Yes, 


I’ve known. 


my dear, I 
And why, 


you say. 


exactly, did you call me?” 
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w-well, you Mrs Whitfield, I 
vant to live any more. I’m calling 
tell you that ’m going to take 
and end it all. And I wanted first 


see, 


to tell you how sorry I am. I’ve 
a note for the police, telling how 


1 am. 

t would drive Eileen Whitfield out of 

alm, her composure, I knew. She 
visualize the headlines. She would 
a deal with me, do anything to avoid 
andal 1 was thrilled as she said 


here are you calling from, Miss Har- 
Wouldn’t you be willing to talk 

ver? There isn’t anything under the 
which can’t be solved and there’s 
worth killing oneself for. Promise 

u won't do anything desperate. Tell 
here you are and [ll come imme- 


lt a great relief, a release from my 
l-up feelings. 
ld Mrs. Whitfield my address. I hung 
phone and waited. 
utes later, I heard the grinding of 
tires of a car outside my window. The 
ang and I buzzed to open the door. 
Whitfield would come up now and 
me not to do away with myself. I 
play the part of the scared young 
enmeshed in a hopeless love. Eileen 
eld, who hated scandal, would give 
husband to me. 
ere was a gentle rap on the door. I 
1 it quickly and gasped 
woman standing at the door was an 
ly, graying woman with the most beau- 
face I'd ever seen. It was beautiful 
ise it was etched with lines of suffer- 
nd acceptance of that suffering. 
was dressed simply, tastefully. 
what made me gasp was that she 
1 on a crutch. 
en Whitfield was a cripple. 
lay I come in, dear?” she asked. 
iad no words to speak. My insides 
beginning to turn to ice. I wanted to 
the door in the face of this woman 
looked so much like an angel. 
ently, I watched Mrs. Whitfield come 
d, with difficulty, seat herself. 
lently, I sat opposite her. 
smiled, a serene, lovely smile. 
ime as fast as I could get here,” she 
ne. “I came to tell you a story that 
t change your mind.” 
shtewd twinkle leaped into her eyes 
don’t mean that you'll change your 
about wanting to die. Because you 
really want to die. You want to take 
yay from me. People who really want 
don’t announce it by telephone. They 
lie.” 
ried to regain my composure. I tried 
eak But Eileen Whitfield held up a 
ig hand and began to talk. 
w can I describe those next few min- 
How can I repeat the simple, honest 
ssion this kindly woman made, how 
bared her soul to me? All I know, 
[ remember is that I heard the words 


which taught me that I had never known 
the meaning of love, real love, the kind 
which Eileen Whitfield bore for her hus- 
band—and for humanity. 

Eileen Whitfield hadn’t needed me to tell 
her about the faithlessness of her husband. 
She knew all about it. She knew about me. 
She knew about the others who had been 
in his life before me. I could sense, with- 
out her telling me, that she hadn’t found 
out because of gossip, because of tattling. 
She had found out because this beautifully 
angelic woman loved ker erring husband 
with a love which almost surpassed my 
understanding 

She and Al Whitfield had been married 
when they were both youngsters. She had 
helped him climb the ladder of success. 
Then, one day, she had experienced a hor- 
rible accident. She had been so incapaci- 
tated that there was no hope of their ever 
having children, no possibility of their 
living together ever again as normal man 
and wife. 

She had tried to leave Al; to give him 
his freedom. But he had refused to accept 
it, promising never to forsake her, swear- 
ing his eternal love. For several years, it 
had worked out. But then Al began to find 
solace for his aching virility in other 
women. She had never accused him, never 
acted differently, even though she knew 
and suffered because she knew. He had 
never embarrassed her, never done any- 
thing to flaunt his unfaithfulness to her 
face. 

“T love Al and he loves me. He’ll never 
leave me and I'll never leave him,” Eileen 
Whitfield told me simply, convincingly. “I 
didn’t come to see you for my sake or his. 
A thousand women could leap from roof- 
tops and leave notes which could cause 
headlines a mile high. Al Whitfield would 
still be my husband and Id still be his 
wife. I came to see you because it is you 
I’m interested in, dear. I don’t want you 
to continue to wreck your life and to hope 
for something you can’t have.” 

Reaching for her crutch, Eileen Whit- 
field hoisted herself up and stood looking 
down at me, at my paralyzed, shocked face. 

“I’m going now. I hope I’ve done some 
good,” she said. 

I don’t know what guided me toward the 
door, enabled me to help her down the 
steps, out to the sidewalk where her chauf- 
feur was waiting patiently in the motor: 
purring limousine. 

I don’t know how I got back up the steps 
for tears were scalding my eyes. They were 
tears of cleansing repentance. They were 
tears of heaving gratitude to that crippled 
old lady who had learned to accept life and 
to love others even though she herself was 
love-starved in the sense that we human 
beings know love. 

I never saw Al again. I never saw Eileen 
Whitfield again. I left Chicago and came 
East. I found an average job in 2 law 
office. I got an apartment and I’ve tried to 
make myself contented with good books, 


going to concerts with friends I’ve made 
and generally building a new life. 

Maybe, someday, into my life there will 
come a worthwhile love. And maybe [’]] 
be worthy of it. 

Thousands of people will read this story, 
I’ve written it in the hope that it comes to 
the kind, tired eyes of just one person—a 
sweet, wonderful old lady who came to 
visit me one night, and with simplicity 
and beauty, made me realize the true 
meaning of the word love. 


THE END 





Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 6) 


Planet pressure is most direct for Capri- 
corn, Scorpio and Cancer-born, especially 
from the first to the twentieth of the month, 

Mars, the planet of confidence and ag 
gressiveness, is in the sign Scorpio, denot- 
ing that the time is at hand for birthdays 
of this sign to seek advancement in their 
business, work or social life. For many 
females with Scorpio birthdays, this is an 
excellent time for romance and marriage. 

Pisces and Cancer-born are under the 
same stimuli of heart throbs and wedding 
bells. Venus, the planet of charm, ro- 
mance and social life, is especially friendly 
and well disposed toward Capricorn birth- 
days up to the 21st of the month. This ap- ~ 
plies to both sexes and marks a time for ~ 
new contacts, engagements and marriages. 
Cancer and Virgo-born should also take 
advantage of this period since the tides of 
the planets wait for no one. 

Birthdays endowed with the elements of 
fire—Aries, Leo and Sagittarius—and air 
—Gemini, Libra and Aquarius—will be 
favored with the better things of life— 
gracious living, high ideals, good dress and © 
fine living quarters. Their most favorable 
period will come after the 18th of January. — 

The 4th, 7th, 8th, 13th and 24th are J 


-selected dates for making new contacts and 


social engagements. The full moon of the 
17th and 18th ushers in the high tide for 7 
romance and marital affection. Number 
combinations are 6, 8 and 9; 5, 6 and 9; 
4, 8 and 9, with 8 and 9 predominant. 
The following dates in January are most — 
favorably disposed for those with birth- 4 
days under the twelve signs of the Zodiac: | 
Aries 1, 6, 7, 10, 12, 13, 15, 19, 24, 27 
Taurus 3, 5, 7, 8, 11, 17, 22, 24, 29, 31. 
Gemini 1, 6, 10, 14, 20, 23, 25, 27, 28. 
Cancer 7, 8, 11, 12, 14, 16, 24, 27, 28. 
Leo 1, 2, 7, 10, 14, 18, 25, 27, 28, 30. 
Virgo 3, 5, 7, 14,13, 14,17, 21, 31. 
Libra 2, 6, 11, 15, 18, 20, 23, 30. 
Scorpio 1, 5, 7, 9, 11, 14, 16, 21, 24, 31. 
Sagittarius 7, 10, 11, 14, 18, 20, 25, 27. 7 
Capricorn 1, 3, 9, 11, 14, 21, 24, 27, 28, 29 9 
Aquarius 2, 6, 7, 9, 10, 15, 24, 27, 29, 30 9 
Pisces 3, 5, 7, 14, 16, 17, 24, 26, 28, 29 
Those who do not know the sign of the 
Zodiac under which they were born may 
obtain this information by sending a self 
addressed, stamped envelope together with 
their birth date to Helen Sides, Care Tan, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16. 








